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MOST NOBLE ORDER OF THE GARTER... 


My Loa b, — : 1 
Y pen is both a novice in and a ſtranger ac 
court, and can no more raiſe itſelf to the ſtile f 

panegyric, that it can ſtoop to the art of flattery ; but if 
in the plain and ſimple habit of truth it may preſume, 0 
mix with that crowd of followers that daily attend upon 
your Lordſhip's favour, pleaſe to behold a ſtranger, with 
this difference, that he pays more homage to your worth, 
than adoration to your greatneſs. „„ 
This diſtinction, my Lord, will appear too nice and 
metaphyfical to the world, who know your Lordſhip'gs. 
merit and place to be inſeparable, that they can only” 
kiffer as the cauſe from the effect; and this, my Lord, is 
as much beyond diſpute, as that your royal maſter, who. 
has made the noble choice, is the moſt wiſe, and moſt diſ- 
cerning prince in the univerſe. ES. 

To preſent the world with a lively draught of your 
Lordſhip's perfections, I ſhould enumerate the judgment, 
conduct, piety and courage of our great and gracious king, 
who can only place his favours on thoſe ſhining qualifi- 
cations, for which his Majeſty is ſo eminently remarkable 
himſelf ; but this, my Lord, will prove the buſineſs of a 
voluminous hiſtory, and your Lordſhip's character muſt - 
attend the fame of your great maſter in the memoirs 
fuurity, as your faithful ſervice has hitherto accompa» 
ned the noble actions of his life. 

TY A2 EF The- 


; EST 
The greateſt princes, in all ages, have had their friends 
and favourites, with them to communicate and debate 
their thoughts, ſo to exerciſe and ripen their judgment ; 
or ſometimes to eafe their carts by impatting them. The 
great Auguſtus, we read, in his project of ſettling the un- 
wieldy Roman conqueſts on a fixed baſis of government, 
had the defign 10, not in his council, bek his eloſet; 
there we find him with his two friends, Mecænas and 
Agrippa, his favourite friends, perſons of ſound judg- 
ment, and unqueſtionable fidelity; there the great queſ- 
tion is freely and reaſonably debated, without the noiſe 
of faction, and conſtraint of formality; and there was 
hid that prodigious ſcheme of government, that ſoon re- 
covered their bleeding country, healed the wounds of the 
civil war, blefled the empire with a laſting peace, and 
ſtiled its monarch pater patriæ. | $50 
be parallel, my Lord, is eafily made; we have our 
Orler too, 8e leſs renowned, than the fore mentioned 
Augunus; he firſt afferted our fiberties at home againit 
Popery and thraldom, headed our armies abroad with bra- 
very and ſucceſs, gave peace to Europe, and ſeęurity to 
our religion. And you, my Lord, are bis Mecznas, 
e private counſellor to thoſe great tranſactions which 
have made England fo formidable to its enemies, that 
(which I bluſh ro own) it is grown jealous-of its friends, 
But here, my Lord, appears He particular wiſdom 
and circumf; Aion of your Lordſhip's conduct, that 
you fo firmly retain the favour of your maſter without 
the envy of the ſubject; your moderation and even 
eportment between both, has ſecured to your Lordſhip 
the ear of the king, and the heart of the people; the 
ation has yoted you their good angel in all ſuits and pe- 
titions to their prince, © their ; OT fills the three 
Ki oma with daily prailes of your Lordſhip's goodneſs, 
And his 2 yeſty's grace and clemen ex. 
And now, my, Lord, give me JEL humbly to beg, 
that among all the good che of your Lordſhip's high 
ud happy ſtation, the encouragement of arts and litera- 
wire may not be ſolely excluded from the influence of 
your favour, The polite Mecznas, whom I preſumed to 
make à parallel fo your, Lordſhip in the W of his 


Prince, had his Virgil and his Horace, and his time — 
s 1 „ mon, 


4 . 
moſtly divided between the emperor and the poet; he fo 
managed his ſtake of royal favour, that as Auguſtus made- 
him great, ſo the Muſes fixed him immortal ; and Maro's- 


excellency, my Lord, will appear the leſs wonder, when: 
we conlider that his pen was ſo cheriſhed with bounty, 


and inſpired with gratitude. 

But I can lay no claim to the merits of ſo great a per- 
ſon for my acceſs to your Lordſhip; I have only this to- 
recommend me without art void of rhetoric, that I am a. 
true lover of my king, and pay an unfeigned veneration 
to all thoſe who are his truſty ſervants, and faithful mini- 
ſters; which infers that I am, my Lord, with all due ſub- 
miſſion, | ; | 


\ Your Lordſhip's moſt devoted: and 
Moſt obedient humble ſervant, 


8. FARQUHARM. 
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OY R authors 2 in moſt their late eſſays, 
Prolagu d their own, by damning other plays; 

Made gftat harangues to teach you = EE At 

7⁰ 2 s for humour, and go down for wit, 

Athenian rules muſ form an Engliſh piece, 

Ang Drury-Lane comply with ancient Greece. 

Exattreſs only, ſuch as Terence curit, 

Muft pleaſe our 22 Lucretias in the pit. 

Our youthful author ſebedrs he cares not a pin 

For Yofſius, Scaliger, Hedelin, or Rapin : 

He leaves to learned pens ſuch labour d lays ; 

You are the rules by which he awrites his plays. 

From muy books let others take their view, 

He hates dull reattmg, but he fludies you. 

Firſt, from you beaus, his leſſon is formality; ” 
2 in your footmen WIE nice morality ; 
o pleaſure them his Pegaſus muſi , 
2 jad, meds ee Aories high. 

From the front-boxes he has picł d bis file, 

And learns, without a bluſh, to make them ſmile; 
A leſſon oily taught us by the fair; | 

A waggi/h attion——but a modeſt air. 

Among his friends here in the pit, he reads 

Some rules that every modiſh writer needs. 

He learns from every Covent-Garden critic's face, 
The modern forms of ation, time and place, | 
The action he's aſbam d to name - ye ſee, 

The time is ſeven, the place is number three. 

The maſks he only reads by paſfant Ioks, 

He dares not venture far into their books. 

Thus then the pit and boxes are his ſchoots, 

Your air, your humour, his dramatic rules. 5 

Let critics cenſure then, and hiſi like ſnakes, 

He gains his ends, if his light fancy takes 

Nt, James's beaus, aud Covent-Garden rakess 
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MEN. 
| ; Fa. 5 Drury-Lane. 
Sir Harry Wildair, —— Mrs. Greville. 
Colonel Standard, — Mr. Benſley. 
Fireball, a ſea Captain. 1 
Mon /. Marquis, a ſharping refugee. ' 
Beau Banter. 
Bear Clincher, turned politician, Mr. King. 
Diocky, Servant to Wilgair,, Mr. Waldron, 
Shark, Servant to EHireball.. | 1 
Ghoſt | 
Lord Bellamy; 5 
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Angelica, — „ Hopkins. 
Par, — — Mrs. Love. . 
_ Lien, f —— Mrs. Baddeley. 
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3 SCENE, the Park. | 
Enter Standard and Fireball meeting. 


— 2 


* 


| ; „ 8 au 
'TA, brother Fireball! Welcome aſhore=—What, 
LI heart whole ? Limbs firm, and frigate fafe ? - 
Fire. All, all, as my fortune and friends could with, 
Staud. And what news from the Baltic ß 
Fire. Why, yonder are three or four young boys i'th' 
north, that have got globes and ſeeptres to play with 
They fell to loggerheads about their play-things; the 
Bagh came in like Robin Good - fellow, cry'd boh! and 
made them quiet. 1 5 bn . 
Stand. In the next place then, y re to congratulate 
my ſucceſs—You have heard, I ſuppoſe, that I've mar · 
tied a fine lady with a great fortune. N 


* 


Fire. Ay, ay, twas my firſt news upon my landing, 
| that Colonel Standard had married the fine Lady Lure- 


— 


Well A fine lady indeed! a very fine lady Butz 


* - 


© 


noe, than manage the veſſel you're maſter of, 

Stand. Why io, Sir? CR ; 
Fire. Becauſe ſhe'll run adrift with every wind that 
blows : ſhe's all fail and no ballaſt Shall I tell you the 
character I have heard of a fine lady? A fine lady can 
laugh at the death of her hafband, and cry for the loſs of 
her lap-dog. A fine lady is angry without a. cauſe, and 
leaſed without a reaſon, A fine lady has the vapours all 

e morning, and the cholic all the afternoon. ” The pride 
of a fine lady is above the merit of an underſtanding head; 
* her vanity will ſtoop to the adoration of a peruke. 

ad, in fine, a fine lady goes to church for faſhion's 4 

| an 


i 
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faith, brother, I had rather turn ſkipper to an Indian ca- 


z, 


x 
f 
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ro SIR HARRY WILDAIX. 
and to the baſſet-table with devotion ; and her paſſion for 


gaming exceeds her vanity of being thought virtuous, or 


the deſire of acting the contrary We ſeamen ſpeak 
plain, brother. 


Stand. Vou ſeamen are like your element, always tem- # 


peſtuous, too N to handle a fine lady. 


Fire, Say you ſo? Why then give me nf hand, honeſt 
Frank, and let the world talk on and be damn'd. 


Stand. The world talk, ſay you ? What does the world 


talk? 


Fire. Nothing, nothing at all; they only ſay what's 
uſual upon ſuch occafions—That your wife's the greateſt 
coquet about the court, and your worſhip the * 
cuckold about the city, that'sall, 
Stand. How, how, Sir? ; 
Fire. 'That ſhe's a coquet, and you . 3 
Stand. She's an angel in herſelf, and a Paradiſe to me: 
Fire, She's an Eve in herſelf, and a devil to you. 
Stand. She's all truth, and the world KM: x 
Fire. Why, then "Egad, brother, it ſhall be ſo 


Te back again to White's, and whoever dares mutter 
ſeandal of my brother and fiſter, PI daſh his ratifia in his 
face, and call him a liar. [eing. 


Stand. Hold, hold, Sir; the . is too ſtrong for us. 


Were ſcandal and detraction to be thoroughly revenged, 


we muſt murder all the beaus, and poiſon half the ladies. 
Thoſe that have nothing elſe to ſay, muſt tell ſtories ; fools 


over Burgundy, and ladies over tea, muſt have ſomething 


that's ſharp to reliſh their liquor; malice is the piquant 
ſauce of ſuch converſation, and without it their entertain» 
ment would prove mighty inſipid. Now, brother, TY 
ſhould we pretend to quarrel with all mankind? 

Fire, Becauſe all mankind quarrel with us. 


Stand. The worſt reaſon in the worjd. Would you 
pretend to devour a lion, becauſea lion would devour you? 


Fire. Yes, if I could. 


Stand. Ay, that's right; if you could! But fince you. 
have. neither teeth nor paws for ſuch an encounter, 


| lie quietly down, and perhaps the furious beaſt may run 


over . 
Os Sdeath, Sir? but 1 ſay, that whoever abuſes m 
| 1 ants 


no convenience but preferment 


SIR HARRY WILDAIX. 1 
1 1 wife, tho' at the back of the king's chair, he's 
a villain, IT Gd ES 
Stand. No, no, brother, that's a contradiction; there's 
uno ſuch thing as villainy at court.——Indeed, if the 
practice of courts were found in a fingle perſon, he 
* be ſtiled villain with a vengeance; but number 
and power authoriſes every thing, and turns che villain 
upon their accufers. In ſhort, Sir, every man's morals, 
like his religion now-a-days, pleads liberty of conſcience z 
every man's conſcience is his convenience, and we know 
; As for inſtance, who 
would be ſo complaiſant as to thank an officer for his cou- 
rage, when that's the condition of his pay? And who can 
be ſo ill · natured as to blame a courtier for eſpouſing that 
which is the very tenure of his livelihood ? | 
Fire. A very good argument in a very damnable cauſe. 
But, Sir, my buſineſs is not with the court, but with 
you: I deſire you, Sir, to open your eyes; at leaſt, be 
pleaſed to lend an ear to what I heard juſt now at the 
Chocolate-houſe. Nee ro e | 
Stand, Brothe: 5 
Fire. Well, Sir . 3 
Stand. Did the ſcandal pleaſe you when you heard it ? 
C >... 1 8 
Stand. Then why ſhould you think it ſhould pleaſe me? 
Be not more uncharitable to your friends than to your- 
elf, ſweet Sir. If it made you uneaſy, there's no queſ- 
tion but it will torment me, who am ſo much nearer con- 


Fire. But would you not be glad to know your enemies? 
Stand. Plhaw! if they abuſed me they are my friends, 
my intimate friends, my table company, and bottle com- 

ions. 8 

Fire. Why, then, brother, the devil take all your ae- 
 -quaintance. You were fo rally d, ſo torn !—there was a 
hundred ranks of ſneering white teeth drawn upon · your 
misfortunes at once, which ſo mangled your wife's repu- 
3 that ſhe ean never patch up her honour while fhe 
lives. . | | 
Stand. And their teeth were very white, you ſay? ?)? 
Fire, Very white! Blood, Sir, I fay they mangled 

your wife's reputation! 8 


Stand, 
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2 SIR HARRY WILD AIR. 


Stand, And I ſay, that if they touch my wife's repy- 
tation with nothing but their teeth, her honour will be 
ſaſe enough. 3 ie 
. Fire. They you won't hear itt 
Stand. Nora ſyllable. Liftening after flander is laying 
nets for ſerpents, which, when nn rip tun will ting 
vou to death. Let them ſpit their venom among them- 
HAS and it hurts nobod x. . 
Fire. Lord, lord, how cuckoldom and cantentment go 
together! Fie, fie, Sir! confider you have been a ſoldier, 
dignified by a noble poſt ; diſtinguiſhed by brave actions, 
an honour to your nation, and a terror to your enemies 
Hell! that a man who has ſtormed Namur ſhould become 
the jeſt of a coffee-table. The whole houſe' was clearly 
taken up with the two impartant queſtions, whether the 
Colonel was a cuckold, or Kid a pirate? 

Stand. This I can't bear. 


*J " 
5 


: . 
Fire. Ay, (ſays a ſneering coxcomb) the Selene ler 
made his Þ tune with a witneſs ; he has ſecured himſelf 
a good eſtate in this life, and a reverſion in the world to 
come. Then (replies another) I preſume he's obliged to 
your Lordſhip's bounty for he of the ſettle- 
ment. There are others (ſays a third) that have played 
with my Lady Lurewell at piquet, beſides my Lord; I 
have capotted her myſelf two or three times in an evening. 
| Stand. "Oh, matrimonial patience, affiſtme'! * © 
Hire. Matrimonial patience! matrimonial peſtilence ! 
Shake off theſe drouzy chains, that fetter your reſent - 
ments. If your wife has wronged ye, pack her off, and 
let ber perſon be as public as her character: if the be 
boneſt, revenge her quarrel - can ſtay no longer 
This is my 0 of attendance at the 2 5 3 1 ˙N 
come and dine with you; in the mean time, revenge ! 
think on't. : 3 . Ea. 
Stand. How eaſy is it to give advice, and how difficult 
to obſerve it —If your wife has wronged ye, pack her 
off Ay, but how? The goſpel. drives the . 
nail, and the law clinches it ſo very hard, that to draw It 
again would tear the work to pieces That her inten- | 
tions have wronged me, here's a young bawd gan witne!s. 
Enter Parly, runuing acroſs the Stages 1 8 
Here, here, Mrs. Parly! Whither ſo fal ? 5 
A - . 


— 
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Par. Oh, lord! my maſter Sir, I was running to 
Mademoiſelle Furbelo, the French milliner, for a new 
Burgundy for my Lady's head. e 
Sand. No, child, you're employed about an old faſhions 
ed 3 for your maſter's head, if I miſtake not your 
errand. e e 
Par. Oh, Sir, there's the prettieſt faſhion lately come 
over! ſoairy, fo French, and all that !—The pinners are 
double ruffled with twelve plaits of a fide, and open all 


from the face; the hair is frizzled all up round the head, 


and ſtands as tiff as a bodkin. Then the favourites hang 
looſe upon the temples, with a languiſhing lock in the 
middle. Then the caul is extremely wide, and over all 
is a coronet raiſed vey high, and all the lappets behind 
I muſt fetch it preſently. | FEA. 
Stand. Hold a little, child; I muſt talk with you. 
. Par. Another time, Sir; my Lady ſtays for me. 
Sand. One queſtion, firſt. What wages does my wife 
give you? * P | bY 4 
Par. Ten pounds a year, Sir, which, God knows, 19 


little enough, conſidering how I ſlave from place to place 


upon her occafions. But then, Sir, my perquiſites are 


conſiderable; I make above two hundred pounds a year 


by her old cloa tb. | 
Stand. Two hundred pounds a year of her old cloaths ! 
What then muſt her new ones coft ?——But what do you 
get by viſiting gallants, and piquet ? ng. £ 
Par, About a hundred pounds more. x 
Stand. A hundred pounds more — Now who can ex- 
pect to find a lady's woman honeſt, when ſhe gets ſo much 
by being a jade What religion are you of, Mrs. Partly ? 
Par. Religion, Sir! I can't tell. EL, : 
Staud. What was your father? 
Par. A mountebank. | 
Stand. Where was you born ? 
Par. In Holland, 
Stand. Were you ever chriſtened ? 
Par. No. ; | 
Stand. How came that? | 3 
Par. My parents were Anabaptiſts; they died before 


I was dipp'd.; I then forſook their religion, and have got 


ne er a new one ſince, 
Stand. 


\ 


1 SIR HARRY WILDAIX. 
Stand. I'm very ſorry, Madam, that T had not the ho- 

:nour to know the worth of your extraction ſooner, that I 

«might have paid you the reſpe& due to your quality. 

Par. Sir, your humble ſervant. 

| Stand, Have you any principles? 

Par. Five hundred. 

Stand. Have you loſt your maidenhead -I. Puts on 
ler maſk, and nodt.] Do you love money? 

Par. Yaw, Mynheer. 

Stand. Well, Mrs. Parly, now you have been ſo free 
with me, I tell you what you muſt truſt to in return: 
never to come near my houſe again. Begone, monſter! 
fly Hell and furies! never chriſtened! her father a 
mountebank ! 

Par, Lord, Sir, you WIE not be ſo furious Never 
chriſtened ! What then? 1 may be a very good Chriſtian 
for.all that, I ſuppoſe. Turn me off! Sir, you ſhan't. 
Meddle with your fellows ; *tis my Lady” 8 buſineſs to 
order her women. 

Stand. Here's a young whore for you now! A ſweet 
companion for my wife! Where there's ſuch a 3 
confident, there muſt be damnable ſecrets——Begone, I 
ay —My wife ſhall turn you away. | 

Par. Sir, ſhe won't turn me away, ſhe fhan't turn me 
away, nor ſhe can't turn me W Ti I ſay ſhe dare 
not turn me away. 

Stand. Why, you jade, why 5 | 

Par. Becauſe I'm the miſtreſs, not ſhe, | 

Sand. You the miſtreſs! - _ | 
Par. Yes, I know all her ſecrets ; ; and bi her offer to 
turn me off if ſhe dares. 

Stand. What ſecrets do you know ? © 

Par. Humph—Tell a wife's ſecrets to her huſband ! — 
Very pretty, faith !—Sure, Sir, you don't think me ſuch 
a Jew: tho? I was never IKE L have more religion 
than that comes to. 

Stand. Are you faithful to your Lady for affection or 
Intereſt? 
Par Shall I tell you a Chriſtian lie, ora Pagan truth? 

Stand. Come, truth for once. 

Par. Why, then, intereſt, intereſt! I have a great foul, 
which nothing can gain, but a great bribe. 

Stand, Well, tho' thou art a devil, thou art a very honeſt 
one. 


STR HARRY WILDAIR 15 
one—— Give me thy hand, wench. Should not intereſt: 
make you faithful to me, as much as to others??? 
Par. Honeſt to you! Marry, for what ? Vou gave me 
indeed two pitiful pieces the day you were married, but 
not a ſtiver ſince. One gallant gives me ten 3 
another a watch; another a pair of pendants, a fourth a 
diamond ring; and my noble maſter gives me—— his 
linen to mend. Faugh! Ill tell you a ſecret, Sir: 
ſtingineſs to ſervants makes more cuckolds, than ill- na- 
ture to wives, TOs 

Stand. And am Fa cuckold, Parly ? EE BHD, 
Par. No, faith not yet: though in a very fair way of 
kaving the dignity conferred upon you very ſuddenly... - 
Sand. Come, girl, you ſhall be my penſioner ; you 
ſhall have a glorious revenue; for every guinea that you 
t for keeping a ſecret, I'll give you two for 24 
it: you ſhall find a huſband once in your life out - do al 
your gallants in generoſity. Take their money, child. 
take all their bribes: give them hopes, make them aſ- 
ſignations; ſerve your N faithfully, but tell all to me. 
By which means, ſhe will be kept chaſte, you will grow 
rich, and I ſhall preferve my honour, {AG 
Par, But what ſecurity ſhall I have for performance of 
articles | 9 ? 
Stand. Ready payment, child. | 
Par. Then give me earneſt. 2055 : 
Stand. Five guineas. [living ber money. 
Par. Are they right > No Gray's-Inn pieces amongſt 
them. — All right as my leg—Now, Sir, Pll give you 
an earneſt of my ſervice. Who d'ye think is come to 


town? | 
Stand. Who? ER 
Par. Your old friend, Sir Harry Wildair. _ 

' Stand. der pigs og | | 
Par. Yes, faith, and as gay as ever. x2 3 
Stand. And has he forgot his wife ſo ſoon ? | 

Par. Why, ſhe has been dead now above a year.—He 
appeared in the ring laſt night with ſuch ſplendor and 
equipage, that he eclipſed the beaus, dazzled the ladies, 
and made your wife dream all night of fix Flanders 
mares, ſeven French liveries, a wig like a cloak, and a 
hat like a Thittlecock, — | | 

. B 2 Stand. 
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Stand. What are a woman's promiſes and oaths ? 

Par. Wind, wind, Sir, 5 | 6D 

Stand. When I married her, how heartily did ſhe con- 
demn her light preceding conduct, and for the future 
vowed herſelf a perfect pattern of conjugal fidelity. 
Paar. She might as ſafely ſwear, Sir, that this day 
ſe'nnight, at four o'clock, the wind will blow fair for 
Flanders. *Tis preſuming for any of us all to promiſe 
for our inclinations a whole week. Beſides, Sir, my 
lady has got the knack of coquetting it; and when once 
a woman has got that in her head, ſhe will have a touch 
on't every where elſe, | Re: 
Stand. An oracle, child. But now I muſt make the 
beſt of a bad bargain z and ſince I have got you on my 
ide, I have e that by conſtant 3 
and eroſſes in her deſigns, I may at laſt tire her into good 

chaviour. | i | . 
Par. Well, Sir, the condition of the articles being 
duly performed, I ſtand to the obligation; and will tell 
you farther, that by and by Sir Harry Wildair is to come 
to our houſe to cards, and that there is a deſign laid to 
cheat him of his money. | 2 
Stand. What company will there be beſides ? 

Par. Why, the old ſet at the baſſet table; my Lady 


Lovecards, and the uſual company. They have made up 


a bank of fifteen hundred louis d'ors among them; the 
whole deſign lies upon Sir Harry's purſe, — the French 
marquis, you k now, conftantly railles. Fo 
Stand. Ay, the French marquis; that's one of your 
benefactors, Parly; — the perſecution of Baſſet in Paris 
furniſhed us with that refugee, but the character of ſuch 
a fellow ought not to reflect on thoſe Who have been real 
ſufferers for their feligion, But take no notice. Be ſure 
only to inform me of all that paſſes, . There's more 
earneſt for you : be rich and faithful. { Zxit Standard. 
Par. [ Sola.] I am now not only woman to the Lady 
Lurewell, but ſteward to her huſband, in my double ca- 
pacity of knowing her ſecrets, and commanding his purſe. 
A very pretty office in a family: for every guinea that I 
get for keeping a ſecret, he'll give me two for revealing 
it,——- My comings - in, at this rate, will be worth a / 
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fter | in chancery- £ place, and many a poor Templer will 
be glad to marry me with half my fortune. 
Enter Dicky, meeting ber. 
Diet. Here's a man much fitter for your purpoſes, 
Par. Bleſs me! Mr. Dicky? 

Dick. The very ſame in longitude and latitude ! got- 
a bit diminiſhed, nor a hair's breadth increaſed. Dear 
Mrs. Parly, give me a buſs, for I'm almoſt ſtarved, PT 
Pear. Why ſo hungry, Mr. Dicky ? | 

Dick. Why 1 ba'n't taſted a bit this year * half; 
woman. I have been wandering about all over the world, | 
following my maſter, and come home to dear London but 
two days ago. Now the devil take me, if I had not 
rather kiſs an Engliſh pair of pattens, than the fineſt lady 5 
in France. 

Par. Then you're over-joyed to ſee London again? 
Diek. Oh! I was juſt dead of a conſumption, till the 
ſweet ſmoke of Cheapfide, and the dear perfume of 
Fleet-ditch, made me a man again. : 
Par. But how came you to live with Sir Harry 
Wildair ? | 
Dick. Why, ſeeing me a handfome - perſonable fellow; 
and well qualified for a. livery, he took a, fancy to my 
. that was all. 

Par. And what's become of your old maſter? 1 

Dick. Oh, hang him, he was a blockhead, and 1 turned | 

Him off, I turned him away. 
Par. And were not you very ſorry for the lofs of your 
miſtreſs, Sir Harry's Lady ? They ſay, ſhe was a very Ui 
woman. ; 
Dick. Oh! the ſweeteſt woman that ever the ſun ſhineds 
upon. 1 could almoſt weep when J think of her. 
1 ping his eyes. . 

Par. How did ſhe die, pray? I could never hear how 
'twas. 

Dick, Give me a buſs then; and I'M! tell ye. 
woe You ſhall have your wages when your -work's 

ne. 

Diek. Well then—— Courage No for a doleful 
tale——You know that my maſter took a freak to go ſee 
that fooliſn Jubilee that made ſuch a noiſe among us 

here; and no ſooner ä than done; away he went; be 
, * 
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took his fine French ſervants to wait on him, and left me, 
the poor Engliſh puppy, to wait upon his Lady at home 
here. Well ſo far ſo good But ſearce was my ma- 
ſter's back. turned, when my Lady fell to fighing, and 
pouting, and whining, and crying ; and in ſhort fell fick 
3 | 
| . Well, well, I know all this already; and that ſhe 
plucked Pp her ſpirits at laſt, and went to follow him. 
Dick. Very well. Follow him we did, far and far, 
and farther than I can tell, till we came to a place called 
ontpeher in France; a goodly place truly. But Sir 
Harry was gone to Rome ; there was our labour loft. 
w_wu to be ſhort, my poor Lady, with the tireſome- 
neſs of travelling, fell fick——and died. 
Par. Poor woman ! | | | 
Dick. Ay, but that was not all. Here comes the worſt 
of the ſtory.— Thoſe curſed barbarous devils, the French, 
would not let us bury her. | 4 | 
Par, Not bury her! | , | | 
Dick. No, the was a heretic woman, and they would 
not let her corps be put in their holy ground, — Oh! 
damn their holy Lon for me. | 
Par. Now had not I better be an honeſt Pagan, as I 
am, than ſuch a Chriſtian as one of theſe : But how 
did you diſpoſe. the body? 2 i 
Dit. Why, there was one charitable gentle woman 
that uſed to vifit my Lady in her ſickneſs: the contrived 
the matter ſo, that ſhe had her buried in her own private 
chapel. This lady and _ carried her out upon our 
own ſhoulders, through a back-door at the hour of mid- 
night, and laid, her in 2 that I dug for her with my 
own hands; and if we had been catched by the prieſts, 
we had gone to the gallows without the benefit of clergy. 
Par. Oh, the devil take them. But what did they 


mean by a heretic woman? | 
Dick. I don't know; ſome ſort of Canibal, I believe. 
I know. there are ſome Canibal women here in England, 
that come to the play-houſes in maſques; but let them 
have a care how they go to France ; (for they are all he- 
17 29 believe.) But Im ſure my good Lady was none 
of theſe. | | : 
Par. But how did Sir Harry bear the news? 1 
. | 5 ; ; Ch 
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Dick. Why, you muſt know, that my Lady, after ſhe 
was buried, ſent me 


Par, H 1 after ſhe was bead! 


Dick. Paw! Why lord, miſtreſs, you know what I 
mean; I went to Sir Harry all the way to Rome; and 

where d'ye think 1 found him? 

Par. Where? 


— 


Dick. Why, in the middle of a 8 among a 


hundred and fifty nuns, playing at hot - cockles. He was 


ſurprized to fee honeſt Dicky, you may be ſure. But 


aw I told him the ſad ſtory, he roared out a whole vol- 
ley of Engliſh oaths upon the ſpot, and ſwore that he 
would ſet fire on the Pope's palace for the injury done to 
his wife. He then flew away to his chamber, locked 
himſelf up for three days; we thought to have found 
him dead; but inſtead of that, he called for his beſt 
linen, fine wig, gilt coach; and laughing very heartily, 

ſwore again he would be revenged; and bid them drive te to 
the nunnery ; and he was revenged to ſome PRI. 

Par. How, how, dear Mr. Dicky? _ 

Dick. Why, in a matter of five days he got fix nuns 
with child, and left them to provide for their heretic 
baſtards—— Ah, plague on them, they hate a dead he- 
retie, but they love a piping-hot warm heretic with all 
their hearts. So away we came; and thus did he jo 
on, revenging himſelf at this rate through all the catho- 
hc countries that we paſſed, till we came home; and 
now, Mrs. Parly, I fancy he has ſome. defigus of re- 
venge too upon your Lady. 

Par. Who could have thought that a man of his ight 
airy temper would have been 10 revengeful ? 

Dick. Why, faith, Pm a little malicious too: where's 
the buſs you promiſed me, you jade? 


Par. Follow. me, you. gud [Runs of. 
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5 ACT 1. | 


SCENE, 4 Lady's Apartment. 
: Enter tauo Chambermaidi. 


. Firſt CHAMBERMAID» | 

X RE all things ſet in order? The toilette fixed, the 
* and combs put in form, and the chocolate 

| 24 Cham. Tis no great matter whether they be right 
or not; for right or wrong we ſhall be ſure of our lec- 
ture; I wiſh for my part that my time were out. 

I Cham, Nay, tis a hundred to one but we may run 
away before our time be half expired; and ſhe's worſe 
this morning than ever, Here ſhe comes. 
N 1 Enter Lurewell. . 
Tuare. Ay, there's a couple of you indeed! But how, 
how in the name of negligence could you two contrive to 
make a bed as mine was laſt night; a wrinkle on one 
fide, and a rumple on t'other; the pillows awry, and the 
guilt aſkew.—— I did nothing but tumble about, and 

ence with the ſheets all night along. Oh! my 
bones ake this morning, as if I had lain all night on a. 
pair of Dutch ſtairs — Go, bring chocolate. And, 
d'ye hear? Be ſure to ſtay an hour or two at leaſt, — 
Well! Theſe Enghſh animals are ſo unpoliſhed ! I wiſh: 
the perfecution would rage a little harder, that we might 
have more of theſe French refugees among us, | 
ö | Enter the Maid with Chocolate. ' 
Theſe wenches are gone to Smyrna for this- chocolate. 
And what made you ſtay ſo long? „ 
Cbam. I thought we did not ſtay at all, Madam. 
Eure. Only an hour and half by the ſloweſt clock in 
Chriſtendom And ſuch ſalvers and diſhes too! The 
lard be merciful to me ! what have I committed, to be 
plagued with ſach animals ?—— Where are my new ja- 
pon falvers ?——Broke, o*my conſcience! All to pieces, 

"Il lay my life on't. | 

Cham. No, indeed, Madam, but your huſband 
Zure. How? Huſband, impudence ! I'll teach you: 

manners. [Gives ber a.box on the ear.] Huſband! Is that 
47 | | ; your: 
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your Welſh breeding? Ha'n't the Colonel a name of his 
own ? | | be 9" | 
Cham, Well then, the Colonel. He uſed them this 
morning, and we ha'n't got them fince.  _—_ 
Lure. How! the Colonel uſe my things! How dare 
the Colonel uſe any thing of mine? — But his cam- 
paign education muſt be pardoned And I warrant 
they were fiſted about among his dirty levee of diſbanded 
officers ?!—— Faugh ! The "ſy thoughts of them fellows 
with their eager looks, iron ſwords, tied-up wigs, and 
tucked-in cravats, make me ſick as death. Come, let 
me ſee, Goes to take the. chocolate, and flarts back.) 
Heavens protect me from ſuch a fight! Lord, girl! 
When did you waſh your hands laſt? And have you = 
pawing me all this. morning with. them dirty fiſts of 
yours ? [Runs to the glaſi. I muſt dreſs all over again 
0, take it away, I ſhall ſwoon elſe. Here, Mrs. 
Monſter, call up my taylor; and d'ye hear? You, Mrs. 
Hobbyhorſe, ſee if my company be come to cards yet. 
p Enter the Taylor. 3 OR 
Oh, Mr, Remnant! I don't know what ails theſe ſtays 
ou have made me; but ſomething is the matter, I don't 
| ike them. 5 Y 1 | we. 15 a 
Rem. I am very ſorry for that, Madam, But what 
fault does your Ladyſhip find . 
Lure. I don't know where the fault lies; but in ſhort, 


I don't like them; I can't tell bow; the chings are well 


* 


enough made, but 1 don't like them. 
Rem. Are they too wide, Madam? 
Gate: Mort a6 rh 8 
Rem. Too ſtraight, perhaps? 4 
Ture. Not at all! they fit me very well; but 
lard bleſs me; can't you tell where the fault lies? _ 
| Rem. Why truly, Madam, I can't tell. But your 
Ladyſhip, I think, is a little tos flender for the faſhion, | 
Lure. How ! too ſlender for the faſhion, ſay you? 
Rem. Yes, Madam! there's no ſuch thing as a good 
2 among the quality: your fine waſtes are clear 
Lure. And why did not you plump up my ſtays to the 
faſhionable = og Wy n | - y tay 
Rem, I made them to fit you, Madam. pry 
= 4. 


22 'SIR HARRY WIT DAI. 
Ture. Fit me! fit my monkey — What d'ye think I 
wear clothes to pleaſe myſelf! Fit mel fit the faſhion, 
pray; no matter for me I thought ſomething was the 
matter, I wanted quality-air. ay, Mr. Remnant, 
let me have a bulk of quality, a ſpreading counter. 1 
do remember now, the ladies in the apartments, the birth 
night, were moſt of them two yards about.—Indeed, Sir, 
if you contrive my things any more with your ſcanty 
chambermaid's air, you ſhall work no more for me. 
Rem. I ſhall take care to pleaſe your Eadyſhip for the 
REAL hols: fog Ii 


Enter a Servant... © 
Ser. Madam, my maſter defires— — 
Lure. Hold, hold, fellow; for Gad's ſake: hold: if 
thou touch my clothes with that tobacco breath of thine, 
1 ſhall poiſon the whole drawing-room. Stand at the 
door pray, and ſpeak. [Servant goes to the door and ſpeaks. 
Ser. My maſter, Madam, defires —— © 
Lure. Oh, hideous! Now the raſcal bellows fo loud, 
that he tears my head to pieces. Here, aukwardneſs, 
go take the booby's meſſage, and bring it to me. 
[Maid goes to the door, whiſpers and returns, 
_ Cham. My maſter deſires to know how your Ladyſhip 
reſted laſt night, and if you are pleaſed to admit of a 
viſit this morning. ee g , 
Tue. Ay— Why this is civil, —='Tis an inſup- 
en. toil thoagh for women of quality to model their 
huſbands to good breeding. cad 
| | Enter Standard, 1 
Stand. Goodemorrow, deareſt angel. How have you 
reſted laſt night? 65 ie _ | 
Ture. Lard, lard, Colonel! What a room have you 
mace me here with your dirty feet ! Bleſs me, Sir ! Will 
you never be reclaimed from your ſlovenly campaign airs ? 
Tis the moſt unmannerly thing in nature to make a 
fliding bow in a lady's chamber with dirty ſhoes ; it writes 
rudeneſs upon the Fosse | | e 
Stand. A very odd kind of reception this, truly !— 
m very ſorry, Madam, that the offences of my feet 
ſhould create an averfion to my company: but for the 
future I ſhall honour your Ladyſhip's apartment as the 
ſepulchre at Jeruſalem, and always come in axes FM 
To bs | 4 
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Lure. Sepulchre at Jeruſalem ! Your compliment, Sir, 
is very far-fetched ; but your feet indeed have a very 
t e, QO . | 
Stand. Come, come, my dear, no ſerious diſputes 
upon trifles, fince you know I never contend with you 
in matters of conſequence. You are ſtill miſtreſs of 
your fortune, and marriage has only made you more ab- 
ſolute in your pleaſure, by adding one faithful ſervant 
to your deſires. Come, clear your brow of that uneaſy 
chagrin, and let that pleafing air take place that firſt en- 
ſnared my heart. I have invited ſome gentleman to din- 
ner, whoſe friendſhips deſerve a welcome look. Let 
their entertainment ſhew how bleſſed you have made me 
by a plentiful fortune, and the love of fo agreeable a 
creature. 445 | 
Lure. Your friends, I ſuppoſe, are all men of quality ? 
Stand. Madam, they are officers, and men of honour. 
Lure, Officers, and men of honour ! That Is, they 
will daub the ſtairs with their feet, ſtain all the rooms 
with their wine, talk bawdy to my woman, rail at the 
parliament, then at one another, fall to cutting of throats, 
and break all my china. E | | 
Stand. Admitting that I keep ſuch company, tis un- 
kind in you, Madam, to talk ſo ſeverely of my friends. 
But, my brother, my dear, is juſt come from his 
voyage, and will be here to pay his reſpects to you. 
Lure. Sir, I ſhall not be at leiſure to entertain a per- 
ſon of his Wapping education, I can aſſure you, | 
= n and whiſpers her. 
Sir, I have ſome buſineſs with my woman; you may 
entertain your ſea-monſter by yourſelf; you may com- 
mand adiſh of pork and peaſe, with a bowl of punch, I 
ſuppoſe; and ſo, Sir, much good may do you Come, 
Parly. . 5  [Exennt Lure. and Par. 
Stand. Hell and furies ! | 


Enter Fireball. . 


Fire. With all my heart—— Where's your wife, bro 
ther? Ho? now, man, what's the matter? — Is din- 
Stand. No-] don't know 


Hang it, I'm ſorry 
that I invited you: 


for you muſt know that my wite 
a... ts HR is 
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is very much but of order; taken dangerous ill of a | 
ſudden————So that —— _ | 
Fire, Pſhaw! Nothing, nothing but a marriage qualm ; 


| breeding children'or breeding mifchief. Where is ſhe, 


man? Pr'ythee let Res - long to ſee this fine 


* you have got. 
rand. Upon my word ſhe's in and cant ſee any 


Bir ire. 80 ill that ſhe can't ſee any body !- What, ſhe's 
not in labour fare! I tell you, 1 will ſee her. Where is 


1 ¶ Looking about, 


Stand. No, no, brother; ſhe's gone abroad to take the 
air. 

Fire. What the devil! dangerous fick, ad gone out ! 
So fick, that ſhe'll ſee nobody within, yet gone abroad 
to fee all the world h, you have . your for- 
tunes with a vengeance!— Then, brother, you ſhall dine 
with me at Locket's ; I hate theſe family 2 where 


2 man's obliged to, Oh, lard, Madam; no apology, dear 


Sir-———Tis very good indeed, Madam. For your- 
ſelf, dear Madam. —— Where between the rubbed floor 
under-foot, the china in one corner, and the glaſſes in 


another, a man can't make two ftrides without hazard of 


his life. Commend me to a boy and a bell; coming, 
coming, Sir. Much noife, no attendance, and a 
rcom, where J may eat like a horſe, drink like a fiſh, and 
ſwear like a devil. Ms, your family e come 
along with me. 


4 they are going 21. enter Banter; whe rein them "mn | 
to retire, 1 5 


Sand. Who's chat ? See in, Sir. Your , 
pray. Sir?! + 

Ban. Perhaps, Sir, it may not be ſo proper to inform 
you ; for you appear. to be as mn Ages; here as 
myſelE. 

Fire. Come, come away, brother, he has ſeine buſi» 
neſs with your wife. 

Ban, His wife! Gad @! A pretty fellow, a very 
pretty fellow, a likely fellow, and a handſome fellow; 1 
find nothing like a monſter about him: I would fain ſee 
Sir, your humble ſervant. 

; ; Stand. 


3 
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Stand. Yours; Sir,——But why d'ye ſtare ſo in my 


. face. 


Ban. I was told, Sir, that the Lady Lurewell's huſ- 


band had ſomething very remarkable over his eyes, by 
_ which he might be known. | ; 5 
Fire. Mark that, brother. | [In his ear. 

Stand, Your information, Sir, was right; I have a 


croſs cut over my left eye that's very remarkable. 

But, pray, Sir, by what marks are you to be known ? 
Ban. Sir, I am dignified and diſtinguiſhed by the name 

and title of Beau Banter; I'm younger brother to Sic 


Harry Wildair; and I hope to inherit his eſtate with his 


4114 for his wife, I'm told, is dead, and has left no 
child. | | ö n 


Stand. Oh; Sir! Pm your very humble ſervant ; you're 


not unlike your brother in the face; but methinks, Sir, 
you don't become his humour altogether ſo well; for 
what's nature in him looks like affectation in you. | 

Ban. Oh, Lard, Sir! 'tis rather nature in me, what 


is acquired by him; he's beholden to his education for 


his air. Now where d'ye think my humour was eſta- 

Stand. Where? 

Ban. At Oxford. - 

Stand. and Fire. At Oxford! 

Ban, Ay : there have I been ſucking my dear Alma 
Mater theſe ſeven years: yet in defiance to legs of mute 
ton, ſmall beer, crabbed books, and ſour-faced doctors, 
can dance a minuet, court a miſtrefs, play at piquet, or 
make a paroli, with any Wildair in Chriſtendom, In 


— 


ſhort, Sir, in ſpite of the unixerſity, Pm a pretty gentle- 


man. Colonel, where's your wife? 
Fire. ¶ Mimicking bim. ] In ſpite of the univerfity, I'm 


a gentleman Then, Colonel, where is your 


have your noſe flit, or your ears cut? | | 

Ban. Firſt tell me, Sir, which would you chuſe, to be 
run through the body, or ſhot through the head? 

Fire, Follow me, and T'll tell ye. - _.. 
Ban. Sir, my ſervants ſhall attend ye, if you have no 
equipage of your o.wõ mn. 
Fire. Blood, Sir! N ; ke I a 
* G Stand. 


wife ? Hark ye, young Plato, whether would you f 


| 
| 
1 
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Stand. Hold, brother, hold; he's a bort. 
Ban. Look ye, Sir, I keep half a dozen footmen, that 
Have  no- buſineſs upon earth but to anſwer impertinent 
queſtions, Now, Sir, if vour fighting ſtomach can di- 
geſt theſe fix brawny fellows for a break faſt, their ma- 
Ker, perhapes may do you the favour to run; you through 
the body for a dinner. . 
ire, Sirrah, will you fight me? I received juſt now 
fix month's pay, and by this light, I'll give you the half 
on't for one . blow at your ſk ul. | 1 
Ban. Down with your money, Sir. 
Stand. No, no, brother; if you are, ſo. free of your 
pay, get into the next room; there you'll find ſome 
company at cards, I ſuppoſe; you may find opportunity 
for your revenge; my houſe, protects him now. _ _ 
Fire. Well, Sir, the time will come. [Exits 
Ban. Well ſaid, Brazen-head.. 5 | 
Stand. I hope, Sir, you'll excuſe the freedom, of this 
gentleman ; his education has been among the boiſlerous 
elements, the winds and waves... | 
Ban. Sir, I value neither him nor his wind and waves 
neither; I'm privileged to, be very impertinent, being an 
Oxonian, and obliged to fight no man, being a beau. 
Stand. Sir, I admire the freedom of your condition. 
E But pray, Sir, have you ſeen your brother ſince he 
came laſt over? k 1 
an, I ha'n't ſeen my brother.theſe ſeven years, and 
ſcarcely heard from him but by report of others. About 
a month ago be was pleaſed to honour me with a letter 
from Paris, importing his deſign of being in London 
very ſoon, with a deſixe of meeting me here. Upon this, 
I changed my cap and gown. for a long wig and ſword, 
came up to London to attend him, and went to his 
houſe; but that was all in ſable for the death of his 
wife; there. I was told that he deſigned, to change his 
habitatidn, becauſe he would avoid all remembrances 
that might diſturb his quiet, You are the firſt perſon 
that has told me of his arrival, and I expect that you 
may likewiſe inform me where to wait on him. | 
Stand. And I ſuppoſe, Sir, this was the buſineſs that 


* * 


occaſioned me the honour of this viſit. 


Baz, Partly this, and partly an affair of greater con- 


* PRE 


ſequence, 


A 


ſequence. You muſt know, Sir, that though I have ad 
ten thouſand lies in the univerſity, yet I have learned to 
Þ 2-0 the truth myſelf; and to deal plainly with you, 
honour of this viſit, as you were plealed to > term it, 
was defi gued to the Lady Lurewell. 
Stand. My wife, Sir! | wy 
Ban. My Lady Lurewell, I Tay; Sir. 
Stand. But I fay, my wife, Sir. What! | 
Ban, Why, look ye; Sir; you may have the honour 
of being called the Ly Etta huſband ; but you 
will never find in any author, either ancient or modern, 
that ſhe's called Mr. Standard's wife. Tis trve, ybu're 
a handſome young fellow; ſne liked you, ſhe married 
you; and though the prict made ybu both one fleſh,” yer 
there's no ſmall diſtinction in your blood. "You are 'tll 
A diſbanded Colonel, and the is ſtill a woman of quality, 
I take it. 
Sand. And you are the moſt im budent voutig fellow 1 
ever met with in my Hfe, I take it. 
Ban. Sir, Im a maſter of arts, and F plead the privilege 
of my ſtanding. —_ 
Enter Sri, e pet, — 
Ker. Sir, the gentleman i in the coach below, ſays, he'll 
gone unleſs'you come preſettly. - 
an. T had forgot Colonel, your humble ſervant. 
- [ Exit. 
. Stund. Sir, — mull excuſe me for not waiting on you 
denn ſtafrs. An impudent young dog. | 
| Exit another why. 


| SCENE changerts Another Apartment i in the ſame Houſe. 


"Enter Lurewell, Ladies, Mon. Marquis and Fireball, 'as 
Ifir Gamefters, ane after another, tearing their cards, 
ps > nb them about the room. | 53 


Lure. Ruined! Undone ! Deſtroyed ! ! 
1% Eu. Oh, fortune! fortune! fortune? 
2d La. What will my huſband ſay ? 
Mon. Oh, malheur ! \"malheur !' malbeur ! _ 
Fire. Blood and fire, I have loſt fix months pay. 
—_ A A and ten piſtoles, n me. bs 
: dC 2 5 Fire. 
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Fire. Sink you! fink me, that have loſt two hundred 
and ten piſtoles, Sink you indeed! | 
— A But why would you hazard the bank upon one 
card? 5 8 

Monſ. Becauſe me had loſe by de card. tree times be- 

fore.—Look dere, Madame, de very next card had been 
out. Oh, Morbleu! qgzi/a? — 

Lure. I relied altogether on your ſetting the cards; 
. You uſed to taillle with ſucceſs. | 

Mon. Morbleu, Madame, me never loſe before: but 
dat Monſieur Sir Arry, dat Chevalier Wildair, is the 
devil Vere is de Chevalier. 1 
Lure. Counting our money within yonder. Go, 
go, begone; and bethink yourſelf of ſome revenge, — 


_ Here he comes. | 
| Enter Wildair. 

Wild. Fifteen hundred and ſeventy louis d'ors — Tall 
dall de rall. [S:ngs.] Look ye, gentlemen, any body may 
dance to this tune ;— Tall dall de rall. I dance to the 
tune of fifteen hundred pounds, the molt elevated piece 

of muſic that ever I heard in my life; they are the pret- 
tieſt caſtagnets in the world. [Chinks the money.] Here, 
- waiters, there's cards and candles for you. [Gives the Ser- 
- wants money.) Mrs. Parly——here's hoods and ſcarfs for 
vou: [Gi e her monęgy.] and here's fine coaches, ſplen- 
did equipage, lovely women, and victorious Burgundy for 
me. — Oh, ye charming angels! the loſer's ſorrow, and 
the gainer's joy: get you into my pocket. — Now, gen- 
tlemen and ladies, I am your humble ſervant——You'll 
excuſe me, I hope, the ſmall devotion here that I pay to 
my good fortune Ho' now! Mute ! — Why, ladies, 
1 know that loſers have leave to ſpeak; but I don't find 
that they're privileged to be dumb. Monſieur! Ladies! 
Captain! L Clap: the Captain on the ſhoulder. 
Fire, Death and hell! Why d'ye ſtrike me, Sir? 
„ Drawing. 
Mild. To comfort you, Sir. Four ear, Captain.— 
'The king of Spain is dead. Fon | 
Fire. The king of Spain dead! 13 
Mad. Dead as Julius Cæſar; I had a letter on't juſt 
now. | | 2 
Fire. Tall dall de rall. [Sings.] Look ye, Sir, pray 


rike 
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ſteike me again if you pleaſe. See here, Sir, you have 
left me but one ſolitary -guinea in the world. [Puts it in- 
his month.] Down it goes i' faith. Allons for the 
Thatehed Houſe and the Mediterranean. — Tall dall de 
Fall. N Exit. 
Wild. Ha, ha, ha — reſalved, Captain. 
Lure. Bleſs me, Sir Harry ! I'was afraid. of quarrel. 
I'm ſo much concerned. | 
Wild, At the loſs of your money, Madam. But why, 
by Thould the fair be afflited ? - Your eyes, your eyes, 
ladies, much brighter than the ſun, have equal power: 
with him, and can transform to gold whate'er they pleaſe. 
The lawyer” s tongue, the ſoldier's ſword, the courtier's 
flattery, and the merchant's trade, are ſlaves that dig the 
golden mies for you. Your eyes untie the miſer's knot- 
b ed urſe. ¶ To one Lady.] Melt into coin the magiſtrate's. 
I mach chain —Vouth mints for vou hereditary lands. 
[ fo be. J—And gameſters only win when they can: 
i to you. [To Eurewell.]— This luck is the moſt. rhe- 
| torical thing in nature. 
1 Lure. I have a great mind to forſwear cards as long as: 
PF | 
17 Da. And . [Exit 
2d La. Aud I. [Crying, and exit. 
Mild. M hat, forſwear cards l. Why, Madam, you'll 
ruin our trade. Plb maintain, that the money at court 
circulates \more by the baſſet-bank, 'than the wealth of 
the merchants by the bank of the city. Cards! the- 
great Miniſters of fortune's power, that blindly'ſhuffle out 
her thoughtleſs favours, and make a knave more power- 
ful than à king. What adoration do theſe powers re- 
ceive [Lifting up à Card.] from the bright hands and 
fingers of the fair, always lift up to pay devotion here! 
And the pleaſing fears, the anxious hopes, and dubions 
joy that entertain our mind ! The capot at piquet, the- 
paroli at baſſer;—and then ombre ! who can reſiſt the 
eharms of mattadors? 
Lure. Ay, Sir Harry; and then: the ſept be ** e. 
lu n, & rrentele wa. 
5 hd Right, right, Madam. 
"ure, Then the nme of diamonds. at comet, + BM 
webt efibbidge; and pam = . Sir Harry Ve : 
3 
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Mild. Ay, Madam, theſe are charms indeed Then 
the pleaſure of picking our huſband's pocket over-night, 
to play at baſſet next day! Then the advantage a fine 
gentle man may make of a lady's neceſſity, by gaining a 
12 for fifty piſtoles, which a hundred years court - 
ſlip could never have produced. | ES 
Lure. Nay, nay, Sir Harry, that's foul play. | 
Wild. Nay, nay, Madam, it is nothing but the game; 
and 1 have played it fo in France a hundred times. 
.- Lure. Come, come, Sir, no more on't. I'll tell you 
in three words, that rather than forego my cards, III 
- forſwear my viſits, faſhions, my monkey, friends and re- 
lations. „ 15 
Mild. There ſpoke the ſpirit of true-born Engliſh 
women of quality, with a true French education. 
Lure. Look ye, Sir Harry, I am well born, and I was 
well bred; I wrought my huſband a large fortune, he 
' ſhall mortgage, or I will elope. | 
Mild. No, no, Madam ! there's no occafion for that: 
fee here, Madam ! | 8 
' Lure, What, the ſinging birds! Sir Harry, let me ſee. 
Vild. Pugh, Madam, theſe are but a few.—— But: I 
- could wiſh, de tout mon cœur, for quelque commodite, where 
I might be handſomely plundered of hen 
Lure. Ab, Chevalier! touyours obligeant, engageant, 
e tout ſa | 
Wild Allons, allons, Madame, tout d votre ſervice. _ 
4 | [Pulls her. 
Lure. No, no, Sir Harry, not at this time o'day ; you 
mall hear from me in the evening. 
Mild. Then, Madam, I'll leave you ſomething to en- 
tertain you the while. Fis a French pocket-book, with 
ſome remarks of my own upon the new way of making 
love. Pleaſe to peruſe it, and give me your opinion in 
the evening. | | K Exit. 
Lure, [Opening the beok.} A French pocket-book, with 
remarks upon the new way of making love! Then Sir 
Harry is turning author, I find. What's here? Hi, 
hi, hi! A bank bill for a hundred pounds. The new 
way of making love !-—Pardie oft fort gallant——One 
of the prettieſt remarks that ever I ſaw in my life! Well 
now, that Wildair's a charming fellow); Hi, hi, 5 
„ ; | | « ; E 


PE . 
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He hasſuch an air, and ſuch a turn in what he does! 


| I warrant now there's a hundred home-bred blockheads 


would come, — Madam, I'll give you a hundred guiveas 


if you'll let me—Faugh! hang their nauſeous immodeſt 


proceedings, — Here's a hundred pounds now, and he 


never names the thing; I love an impudent action with 
an air of modeſty with all my heart. [Eat 


End of the Second Aer. 


— 


er . 
S C EN E continues. 3 
Lurewell and Monſieur Marquis. - 
Ts Os  Lungwsi.t. 
X 7 ELL, Monſieur, and have you thought how to 
/ retaliate your ill fortune? | 


Monf. Madame, I have tought dat Fortune be one blind 
bitch. Why ſhould Fortune be kinder to de Anglis Che- 


_valier dan to de France Marquis? Ave Inot de bon grace? 
Ave not I de perſonage? Ave I not de underſtanding ? 


Can de Anglis Chevalier dance better dan 1? Can de 


Anglis Chevalier fence better dan I? Can de Anglis 


Chevalier play baſſet better dan I? Den why ſhould 


Fortune be kinder to de Anglis Chevalier dan de France 
Marquis? | 


Lure, Why? Becauſe Fortune is blind. 


Mor. Blind! Yes begar, and dum and deaf too.— 


Vell den, Fortune give de Anglis man de riches, but 
Nature oh de France man de politique to correct de un- 


- 


equal diſtribution, | 
Lure, But how can you correct it, Monſieur ? 


Monf, Ecoutez, Madame. Sir Arry Wildair his vife 
be dead. 


Lure. And what advantage can you make of that ? 
Monſ. Begar, Madame Hi, hi, hi!——De Anglis 


man's dead vife fall cuckold her uſband ! 


Lure. How, how, Sir, a dead woman cuckold her huſ- | 


band! 


Monſ. Mark ! Madame: we France-men make de diſ- 


tinction between de defign and de term of the treaty.— 


Shea 
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' She cannot touch his head, but ſhe can cackold his! KY 
Of ten touſan livres. | 

Lure. Pray explain yourſelf, Sir. 

_ Monſ. I ave Sir Arry Wildair' his vife in 1 

Lure. Hou! Sir Harry's wife in your pocket! 

Morſe Hold, Madame, dere is an autre diſtinction be- 
tween de defign and de term of de treaty. 

Lure. Pray, Sir, no more of your diſtinctions, but 
ſpeak plain. 

Monſ. Wen de France- man's politique is in his head, 
dere is noting but diſtinction upon his tongue, See 
here, Madame! I ave de Wome of Sir a $ Wife in 
my pocket. 

Lure. Is it poſſible? 

Monſ. Voyez. _. 

Lure, The very ſame, and finely * ach, Mon- 
fieur, how did you purchaſe it? 

Monſ. Ks me did purchaſe de picture, ſo me did 2 
de ſubſtance, de dear, dear ſubſtance, by de bon mien, 
de France air, chatant, charmant, de polique à la. tete,: 
and dangant A la pie. 


| Lure.. Lard bleſs me! How cunningly ſome women 4 


can play the rogue! Ah, have I found e Now, as 
I hope for mercy, I am glad on't. & 1 te to have any 
woman more virtuous than myſelf. —— Here was ſuch a 
work with my Lady Wildair's piery | my Lady Wildair's 
conduct! and my Lady Wildair? ; Adebty, forſooth ! 


Now, dear Monſieur, you have inf Jv "id me the 


beſt news that I ever heard in my life Well, Lo ſhe- 
was but one of us! heh! 

Monſ. Oh, Madame! me no tell tale, me no ſcan- 
dalize de dead; de picture be dumb, de picture ay 
noting. 


Lure. Come, come, Sir no more diſtinctions; I'm 


0 


ſure it was ſo. I would have given the world for ſuch a. 


ſtory of her while ſhe was living, She was charitable, 
forſooth ! and ſhe was devout, forſooth ! and every body 
was twitted 7th? teeth with my Lady Wildair's reputa- 
tion: and why don't you mark her behaviour, and her 
diſcretion ? She goes to church twice. a day.—Ah, T hate 
theſe congregation-women, There's ſuch a fuſs, and 
ſuch a clutter about their devotion, that it makes more 

| | noiſe 


* 
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noiſe than all the bells in the pariſh. Well, but what 
advantage can you make now of the picture? 

Monſ. De advantage of ten touſan livres, pardie.— 
Attendez vous, Madame, dis lady ſhe die at Montpelier in 

France; I avede broder in dat city dat write me one ac- 
count dat ſhe die in dat city, and dat ſhe ſend me dis pic- 
ture as a legacy, wid a touſan baiſemains to de dear Mar- 

quis, de charmant Marquis, mon coeur, le Marquis. 

Lure. Ay, here was devotion ! here was diſcretion ! 

here was fidelity! Mon coeur le Marquis! Ha, ha, ha! 
Well, but how will this procure the money? 

Monſ. Now, Madame, for de France politique. 

Lure. Ay, what is the French politic ? 

Monſ. Never to tell a ſecret to a voman. Madame, 
je ſuis votre ſerwiteur, - [Runs off. 

Lure. Hold, hold, Sir, we ſhan't part ſo; I will have 
it. | F [ Follows. 

1 Enter Standard and Fireball. 

Fire, Hah ! Look! look ! look you there, brother! 
See how they coquette it ! Oh, there's a look ! there's a 
ſimper ; there's a ſqueeze for you! ay, now the Marquis 
is at it. Mon caur, mafoy, pardie, allons : Don't you ſee 

how the French rogue has the head, and the feet, and 
the hands, and the tongue, all going together? 

Stand. [Walking in diſorder.) Where's my reaſon ? 
Where's my philoſophy ? Where's my religion now ? 
Fire. Tl tell where they are, in your forehead, 

Sir. — Blood ! revenge. 103 

Stand. But how, brother? | - 

Fire. Why ſtab him, ſtab him now.—LItalian him, 
Spaniard him, I ſay. 15 | 

Stand. Stab him! Why cuckoldom's a hydra that bears 
a thouſand heads; and though I ſhould cut this one off, 
the monſter ſtill would fprout, Muſt I murder all the 
fops in the nation; and to ſave my head from horns, ex- 
poſe my neck to the halter ? | 

Fire. *Sdeath, Sir, can't you kick and cuff? Kick one. 

Stand. Cane another, | 
Fire. Cutoff the ears of a third, 

Stand. Slit the noſe of a fourth. 

Fire. Tear cravats. | | 

Stand, Burn perukes. 


* 
— 


Q ed e x #2 3 ö : 


Fire, 
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ire. Shoot their coach-horſes. 
Stand. A noble plot. — But now tis laid, how thalt we 
put it in execution? For not one of theſe fellows ſtirs 
about without his guard- du- corps. Then they're ſtout as 
heroes; for I can aſſure you, that a beau with fix foot- 
men ſhall fight you e gentleman in Chriſtendom. 
nter Servant. 
Sr, Sir, here's Mr. Olincher below, Who gs the 
honour to kiſs your hand, 
Stand. Ay, why here's another beau. 
Fire. Let him come, let him come; Tl ſhew tow 
to manage a beay' preſently. 
Stand. Hold, hold, Sir; this is a ſimple. inoffenfire 
Fellow, that will rather make us diverſion. 
Vite. Diverfion! Ay. Why, Ill, knock him down 
for diverſion. 
Stand. No, no; pr 'ythee be quiet; 1 gave him a ſur- 
feit of intriguing fome-months ago before I was married. 


lere, bid him come up. Te s worth "uw acquain- 


© tance, brother. 
Fire. My acquaintance ! What is be ? 


Stand. A fellow of a ſtrange 'weathercock bead, * 


hard, but as light as the wind; con ſtantly full of the 
times, and never fails to pick up ſomeſhümour or other 
out of the public revolutions,” that proves Aiverting 
enough. Some time ago he had: got che- traveling mag - 
got in his head, and was going tothe Jubilee upon all 
occaſions; but lately, ſinee the! nw [revolution-in Eu - 
rope, another ſpirit has ee ene _— runs ſtark 
mad after news- and politics. 
Enter Clincher. 6+ 2 
Clin. News, news, Colonel, great Eh! What's this 
fellow? Merhinks he has a Lind of fufpicious air. 
Vour ear, Colonel. — The Pope? s dead. 
Stand Where did you hear it? 
Clin. I read it in the public news. LI. erg 
Stand. Ha, ha, ha! And n dye whiſper it for 
a ſecret ? 
Clin. Odſo! Faith that's true But chat fellow chere; : 
what is he? 
Stand. My brother, Fireball juſt come UNE from the 
Kt eg 
Clin 


you 
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lia. Odſo! Noble Captain, I'm your moſt humble 
and obedient ſervant, from the poop to the forecaſtle.— 
Nay, a kiſs o't'other fide, pray. — Now, dear Captain, 
tell us the news. —Odſo! I'm fo pleaſed I have met 
vou! Well, the news, dear Captain — You failed a brave 
iquadron of men of war to the Baltick.— Well, and what - 
then? Eh! | 1 
Fire. Why then ——— we came back again. 
Quin. Did you, faith? — Fooliſh! fooliſh ! very fooliſh! 
a right ſea captain — But what did you do? How 
did you fight? What ſtorms did you meet? and what 
whales did you ſee? - . „„ 
7 Fire, We had a violent ſtorm off the coaſt of Jutland. 
| Cliz.. Jutland,! Ay, that's part of Portugal. Well, 


: and fo,—you entered the ſound ;—and you mauled Co- 
penhagen, faith.— And then that pretty, dear, ſweet, _ 
2 pretty king of Sweden! What ſort of man is he, pray ? 
„ Fire. Why, tall and ſlender. oy ok En 
BE Clin. Tall and lender ! Much about my pitch? Heh! . 


Fire, Not ſo groſs, not altogether fo low. 12 5 
Clin. No! I'm ſorry for't; very ſorry, indeed. 
[Here Parly enters and ſtaxds at the door; Clincher beckons 
ber with his hands behind, going backwards, and ſpeat- 
ing to her and the gentlemen by turns.) Well, and what 
more? And ſo you bombarded Copenhagen —[Mrs. 
Parly.— Whiz, flap went the bombs. [Mrs. Parly.] And 
ſo—Well, not altogether ſo groſs, you ſay Here's a 
letter, you jade.] Very tall, you ſay ? Is the king very 
tall?—f Hexe's a guinea, you jade. | [Se takes the letter, 
and the Colonel obſerves him. Hem, hem! Colonel, I'm 
mightily troubled with the phthiſic of late. —Hem, hem! 
a ſtrange ſtoppage of my breaſt here. Hem ! but now 
it is off again.— Well, but Captain, you tell us no news 
a all, | | 
Fire. I tell you one piece that all the world knows, 
ing. and ſtill you are a ſtranger to ĩt. 5 
t for Clin, Bleſs me ! What can this be? 
Fire, That you are a fool, "uy | 
re; Clin, Eh! Witty, witty, ſea Captain. Odſo! and 11 
wonder, Captain, that your underſtanding did not ſplit . 
n the your ſhip to pieces. | 35 * 
2 Fire, Why ſo, Sir? 


Cliu. 


A 


There's wit for you, Sir 


5 [Reads.] 
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Clin, Becauſe, Sir, it is ſo very ſhallow, very ſhallow, 


Enter Partly, who gives the Colonel a Letter. 
Cdſo! A letter! Then there's news. What, is it the 
foreign poſt? What news, dear Colonel? what news? 
Hark ye, Mrs. Parly. | 
{ He talks with Parly, while the Colonel reads the Letter, 
Stand. The ſon of a whore! Is it he? | 
[Loos at Clincher, 


«© Dear Madam. : 

«© I was afraid to break open the ſeal of your letter, 
leſt I ſhould violate the work of your fair hands.“ —Oh, 
fulſome fop ! I therefore with the warmth of my kiſles 
thawed it aſunder, Ay, here's ſuch a turn of ftile, as 
takes a fine lady! I have no news, but that the Pope's 
dead, and J have ſome pacquets upon that affair to ſend 
my correſpondent in Wales; but I ſhall wave all buſi- 
nefs, and haſten to wait on you at the hour appointed, 
-with the wings of a 5 . 
1 Yours, 
|  Tozy CLIxchER.“ 
Very well, Mr. Toby. Hark e, brother, this fellow's 
a rogue. 1 3 

Fire. A damned rogue. | | 

Stand. See here! a letter to my wife! 

Fire. *Sdeath ! let me tear him to pieces. | 

Stand. No, no, we'll manage him to more advantage. 
Take him with you to Locket's, and invent ſome way cr 
other to fuddle him,- Here, Mr. Clincher, I have 
prevailed on my brother here to give you a particular 


account of the whole voyage to the Sound by his own 


journal, if you pleaſe to honour him with your com- 
pany at Locket's, 4 | 3 
Clinch, His own journal! Odſo, let me fee it. 
Stand. Shew it him. 1855 
Fire. Here, Sir. | | a}. 
Clin. Now for news LRrads.] ©* Thurſday, Aug. 
the 27th, from the 6th at noon to this day noon, winds | 
variable, courſes per traverſe, true courſe protracted, 
with all impediments allowed, is nortli forty-five __ 
4 | | | — 
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weſt ſixty miles, difference of latitude forty- two miles, de- 
parture welt forty miles, latitude per judgment fifty- four 
degrees thirteen minutes, meridian diſtance current from 
the bearing of. the land, and the latitude is eighty-eight 
miles. Odſo! Great news, faith. Let me ſee. 
% At noon broke our main-top-fail-yard, being rotten in 
the ſlings; two whales ſouthward.” —— Odfo ! A whale ! 
Great news, faith. Come, come along, Captain. But, 
d'ye hear? with this proviſo, gentlemen, that I won't 
drink; for, hark'ee, Captain, between you and I, there's 
a fine lady in the wind, and I ſhall have the longitude 
and latitude of a fine lady, and they | 
Fire. A fine lady! Ah, the rogue! [ Afides 
- Clin, Ves, a fine lady, Colonel, a very fine lady. 
Come, no ceremony, good Captain. | 
| [Exenunt Fireball and Clincher. 
Stand. Well, Mrs. Parly, how go the reſt of our 
A | 18 
Par. Why, worſe and worſe, Sir; here's more miſe 
chief ſtill, more branches a ſprouting. 

Stand. Of whoſe planting, pray? | 
Par. Why, that impudent young rogue, Sir Harry 
Wildair's brother, has commenced his ſuit, and feed 
counſel already;—Look here, Sir, two pieces, for which, 
by article, I am to receive four. | 

Stand. *Tis a hard caſe now, that a man muſt give four 
guineas for the good news of his diſhonour. Some men 
throw away their money in debauching other men's 
wives, and I lay out mine to keep my own honeſt : but 
this is making a man's fortune Well, child, there's 
your pay; and I expect, when I come back, a true ac- 
count how the bufineſs goes on. ; 12 

Par. But ſuppoſe the bus'neſs be done before you 
come back? „ 25 ; 

Stand. No, no; ſhe ha'n't ſeen him yet; and her 
pou will preſerve her againſt the firſt aſſaults. Beſides, 

ſha'n'r ſtay. [Exeunt Col. and Par, 


15 SCENE changes to another Room in the ſame Houſe, 

Enter Wildair aud LurewelI. it 
. Lare, Well now, Sir Harry, this book you gave me! 
As I hope to 3 'tis the beſt penned piece 


I have 
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I have ſeen a great while, I don't know any of our au- 
'thors have wrote in ſo flonid and genteel a ſtile. 
Wild. Upon the ſubject, . Madam, I dare affirm there 
is nothing extant more moving. Look ye, Madam, I 
am an author rich in exprefſions ; the needy poets of the 
age may fill their works with rhapſodies of flames and 
darts, and barren ſighs and tears, their ſpeaking looks 
.and amorous vows, that might in Chaucer's time, per- 
- haps, have paſſed for love; but now, *tis only ſuch as I 
can touch that noble paſſion, and by the true, perſuaſive 
eloquence, turned in the moving ſtile of louis Hors, can 
raiſe the raviſhed- female to a rapture. ——1In ſhort, Ma- 
dam, I'll match Cowley in ſoftneſs, o'ertop Milton in ſub- 
time, banter Cicero in eloquence, and Dr. Swan in quib- 
bling, by the help of that moſt ingenious ſociety, called 
the bank of England. | 
Lure. Ay, Sir Harry, I begin to hate that old thing 
called love; they ſay tis clear out in FrancdeeQ. 
Md. Clear out, elear out, nobody wears it: and here 
too, honeſty went out with the flaſned doublets, and love 
with the cloſe-bodied gowns, Love ! *tis ſo obſolete, fo 
mean, and out of faſhion, that I can compare it to no- 
thing but the miſerable picture of Patient Grizzel at the 
head of an old ballad ——— Faugh ! 5 
Lure. Ha, ha, ha! — The beſt emblem in the world. 
Come, Sir Harry, faith we'll run it down. Love! 
Ay, methinks I ſee the mournful Melpomene with 
her handkerchief at her eye, her heart full of fire, her 
eyes full of water, her head full of madneſs, and her 
mouth full of nonſenſe. — Oh, hang it. 
Mild. Ay, Madam. Then the doleful ditties, piteous 
plaints, the daggers, the poiſons ! | 
Ture. Oh, the vapours. „„ 

Wild. Then a man muſt kneel, and a man muſt ſwear 
here is a repoſe, I ſee, in the next room. [Alle. 
Lure. Unnatural ſtuff, AND 
Mil. Oh, Madam, the moſt unnatural thing in the 


world; as fulſome as a ſack-poſlet, [ Pulling her towards 


'zhe door. ungenteel as a wedding-ring, and as impudent 


| Is the naked ſtatue was in the park. {Pulls her again. 


Lure. Ay, Sir Harry; I hate love that's impudent. 
Theſe poets dreſs it up ſo in their tragedies, that, no 1 
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deſt woman can bear it. Vour way is much the more 
tolerable, I muſt confeſs. | 

Wild. Ay, ay, Madam ; I hate your rude whining and 
fghing; it puts a lady out of countenance. 

| - | [ Pulling hers 
Lure. Truly ſo it does. — Hang their impudences 
But where are we going ? | 
Wild, Only to rail at love, Madam. [Pulls her in. 
| Enter Banter, 
Ban. Hey! Who's here?  [{Lurewell comes back 
Lure. Pſhaw, prevented by a ſtranger too! Had it 


been my huſband now-——Pſhaww Very familiar, Sir. 


[Banter fakes up Wildait's hat, that was dropped in the 

room. SE 

Ban. Madam, you have dropped your hat. | 
Lure, Diſcovered too by a ſtranger !— What ſhall I do? 
Wild. [ From vuithin. Madam, you have got the 
moſt unded here! Can't you get the Colonel 
to write the ſuperſcriptions of your letters for you ? 
Tura. Bleſs me, Sir Harry ! Don't you know that the 


Colonel can't write French? Your time is ſo precious! 


Wild. Shall I direct by way of Roan or Paris? 
. Lure, Which you will. N ; | 
Ban. Madam, I very much applaud your choice of a 
ſecretary ; he underſtands the intrigues of moſt courts in 
nter Wildair avith a Letter. TOS 
Wild. Here, Madam, I preſume, tis right — This 
gentleman a relation of yours, Madam TRE 
Ban, Brother, your humble ſervant. « 
Hild. Brother! By what relation, Sir? 
Ban. Begotten by the ſame father, born of the ſame 
mother, brother kindred, and brother beau. 
Mild. Hey-day !. How the fellow firings his genealo- 


gy ! Look ye, Sir, you may be brother to Tom- 


Thumb for aught I know; but if you are my brother 


I could have wiſhed you .in your mother's womb 
for an hour or two longer, 8 Ade. 

Ban. Sir, I received your letter at Oxford, with your 
commands to meet you in London; and if you can re- 
member your own hand, there it is, [Gives a Letter, 


D 2 - Wild, 
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Mild. [Looking over the letter.) Oh! Pray, Sir, let me 
conſider you a little,———By Jupiter, a pretty boy, a very 
pretty boy; a handſome face, good ſhape, ¶ Walls about 
and views him.] well dreſſed—— The rogue has got a leg 
too. Come kiſs me, child. Ay, he kiſſes like one 
of the family, the right velvet lip,-Canſ thou dance, 
child? | | OF 

Ban. Ouy, Monſieur. CLE | 

Lure. Hey-day ; French too; why ſure, Sir, you 

could never be bred at Ox ford! | 5 

Ban. No, Madam, my clothes were made in London 

Brother, I have ſome affairs of conſequence to com- 
municate, which require a little privacy. 0 5 

| Lure, Oh, Sir! I beg your pardon, I'll leave you. Sir 
Harry, you'll ſtay ſupper? | 

Wild. Aſſurement, Madam. 

Ban. Yes, Madam, we'll both ſtay. I 
NM Wild, Both !—— Sir, I'll ſend you back to your mut- 
ton - commons again. How now ? l 
Ban. No, no; I ſhall find better mutton- commons by 
meſſing with you, brother Come, Sir Harry; if you 
ſtay, I ſtay; if you go, allons. | | 

Wild. Why, the devil's in this young fellow. Why, 
ſirrah, haſt thou any thoughts of being my heir? Why, 

you dog, you ought to pimp for me; you ſhould keep a 
pack of wenches o'purpoſe to hunt down matrimony. 
Don't you know, Sir, that lawful wedleck in me is cer- 
tain poverty to you? Look ye, firrah, come along; and 
for my diſappointment juſt now, if you don't get me a 
vew miſtreſs to-night, I'll marry to-morrow, and won't 
leave you a groat. Go, pimp, like a dutiful brother. 

$6168 [Pu/bes him out, and exits 


Enp of the Tuixy Act, 
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7 "we >Whle aa IV. 
SCENE, a Tavern. 
Enter Fireball, hauling in Clincher. 
„ FIRE BALL. 
OME, Sir; not drink the King's e ? : 
Clin. Pray, now, good Captain, excuſe me. Look | 


here, Sir; [Pulliag out his watch. ] the critical minute, 
the critical minute, faith, 


Fire. What d'ye mean, Sir? 

Clin. The lady's critical minute, Sir Sir, your hum- 
ble ſervant. Going. 

Fire. Well, the death of this Spaniſh King will 

Clin, Returning. J Eh! what's that of the Spaniſh 
King ? Tell me, dear Captain, tell me. 

Fire. Sir, if you pleaſe to fit down, I'll tell you that 
old Don Carlos is dead. 

Clin. Dead. Nay, then [Sit down.) Here, pen 


and ink, boy; pen and ink preſently ; I muſt write to 


my correſpondent i in Wales ſtraight—Dead ! 


[Kies, and walks about i in diſorders 
Fire. What's the matter, Sir? | 


Clin, Politics, Dolitics, ſtark mad with policies; 
Fire. Sdeath, Sir, what have ſuch fools as you to do 


with politics? 


Clin, What, Sir, the ſucceſſion Not mind tlie ſuc. 
ceffion 

Fire. Nay, that's minded already ; *tis ſettled upon 
a Prince of France. 

Chiu. What, ſettled already! The beſt news that ever 
came into England. Come, Captain, faith and troth, 
Captain, here's a health to the ſuccefſion. 

Fire. Burn the ſucceſſion, Sir, I won't drink it: 
What, drink confufion to our trade, religion and liberties ! 

Clin. Ay, by all means As tor trade, d'ye ſee, I'm a 
gentleman, and hate it mortally. Theſe tradeſmen are 
the moſt impudent fellows we have, and ffol all our good 
manners. What have we to do with trade? 

Fire. A trim politician, truly And what do you 
think of our religion, pray ? 

Gon: Hi, hi, hi tReligion !-And what has 5 gende⸗ 

D 3 | man 
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man to do with religion, pray And to hear a ſea Cap- 


tain talk of religion ! that's pleaſant, faith. 

Fire, And have you no regard to our liberties, Sir? 

Clin. Pſhaw ! liberties ! oo *'s a jeſt. We beaus ſhall 
have liberty to whore and drink in any government, and 
and that's all we care for. 

Enter Standard, 

Dear Colonel, the rareſt news ! 

Stand. Damn your news, Sir : ah are ven not drunk 
by this ? | 

Clin, A very civil queſtion, 3 1 

Staad. Here, boy, brin o in the brandy W | 
Clin. This is a piece of politics —4 I don't fo well 


comprehend. 


Stand. Here, Sir; now drink 1 it off, or. [Draws] ex» 
pect your throat cut. 


Clin. Ay,. this comes. o'th' ſucceſſion ; fire and ſword 


already. 


Stand. Come, Sir, off with i it. 
Clin. Pray, Colonel, what have I done, to be burned 


alive? 


Stand. Drink, Sir, I ſay— Brother, N him; 


muſt begone. [Aae to Fire and . 
Fire. 2 drink, Sir. 


Clin, Eh! What the devil, attacked both by ſea and 


land !——Look e, gentlemen, if I muſt poiſoned, 
pray, let me chuſe my own doſe, Were 1 a lord now, 1 


ſhould have the privi ege of the block; and as I'm a gen- 
tleman, pray, ſtifle me with claret at leaſt ! don't let me 


die lic a bawd, with brandy. 


e Brandy, vou dog! abuſe 3 l; Flat treaſon 

ainſt the navy royal! Sirrah, I'll teach you to abuſe 
. e fleet Here, Shark! 

Enter Shark. 

Get three or four of the ſhip* > _ wa preſs this fellow 
aboard the Belzebub, | 

. Shark, Ay, maſter. _ \ [Exit. 

Clin. What, aboard the Belzebub !—Nay, nay, dear 
Captain, I'll chuſe to go to the devil this way. Here, 
Sir, your good health and my own confuſion, I'm afraid. 


eee it 4 1 ws we. fire! Kamen! brimſtone! and 
tobacco 


[Beats his flomach. 
3 Fire, 
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Fire. Here, quench i it, quench it, then——Take the 
glaſs, Sir. 

Clin. What, another broadfide ! Nay, then, I'm ſunk 


downright. Dear 1 gem give me quarter; confider 
the preſent juncture of affairs; 'you 'll ſpoil my head, ruin 


my-politics ; faith you will. 


Fire, Here, Shark ! 

Clin. Well, well, I will drink—The devil take Shark 
for me. Drin. J 'Whiz! buz—Don't you hear it? 
Put your ear to my breaſt,-and hear how it whizzes like 
a hot iron Eh ! Bleſs me, how the ſhip rolls —I 
can't ſtand upon my legs, faith —— Dear Captain, give 
me a kiſs Ay, burn the ſucceflion——Look ye, Cap- 
tain, : ſhall be ſea- ſick preſently. | 

«+4 {Pall into Fireball's arms. 
Enter Shark and another with 4 Chair. 
Fire. Here, in with him. 


_ Shark. Ay, ay, Sir——Araſt, avaſt Here, 3 
No Nants left 


Ti $ the glaſs. 
Fire. Bring him along. * 
Clin. Polities, politics, brandy, politics! ¶Zæeunt. 
SCENE charges to Lurewell's Apartment. 


Enter Lurewell and Parly. | 
. Did you ever ſee ſuch an impudent young rogue 


as that Banter? He followed his brother up and down 
from place to place ſo very cloſe, that we could not ſo 


much as whiſper. 


Par. I reckon Sir Harry will difpoſe of him now, Ma- 
dam, where he may be ſecured. But I wonder, Madam, 


why Clincher comes not according to his letter; it is 


near the hour. 
Lure. I wiſh, Parly, that no harm may befal me to- 
day; for I had a moſt frightful dream laſt night; I 


dteamt of a mouſe. 


Par. Tis ſtrange, Madam, you ſhould be ſo much afraid | 
of that little creature that can do you no harm. 

Lure. Look ye, girl, we women of quality have each 
of us ſome darling fright — I now hate a mouſe ; my 
1 Lovecards abhors a cat; Mrs. Fiddlefan can't bear 

. ; the Counteſs of Piquet abominates a frog, 
an uy Lady Swimair hates a man, 


Enter 
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| Enter Marquis running. 

Mar. Madam, Madam, Madam! Pardie vopens 
[ Shews a bag of MONEY» 
Lare. As I hope to breathe, he has got it Well, 
but how, how, dear Monſieur ! 
Mar. Ah, Madame! begar, Monſieur Sir Arry be one 

pigeoneau—Voyez, Madame! me did tell him dat m 
broder in Montpelier did furniſe his lady wid ten — 
livres for de ex pence of her travaille; and dat ſhe not be- 
ing able to write when the was dyiog, did give him de 


| picture for de certificate and de credential to receive de 


money from her -huſband—Mark ye! 

Lure, The beſt plot in the world—You told bim, that 

our brother lent her the money in France, When her 
bills, I ſuppoſe, were delayed—You put in * I pre- 
ſume ? 

Mar. Ouy, ouy, Madame. 

Lure. And that upon her death- bed ſhe gave your bro- 
ther the picture, as a certificate to Sir Harry, that ſhe had 
received the money; which picture your brother ſent 
over to you, with commiſſion: to receive the debt. 

Mar. Aſſure ment Dere was de politique, de France 

olitique! — See, Madame, what he can do, de France 
Markos He did make de Anglſe lady cuckle her huſ- 
band when ſhe was living, and ſheat him when ſhe. was 
dead, begar. Ha, ha, ha !--Oh, pardie, C'eſt bon 

Lure. Ah! But what did Sir Harry Rr 

Mar. Oh! begar Monſieur Chevalier he love his wife, 
be ſay, dat if ſhe takes up a hundre touſan livres, he 
would repay it; he knew de picture, he ſay, and order 
me de money from his ſtewar — Oh, Notre Dame! 
Monſieur Sir Arry be one dupe. 

Lure. Well, but, Monfieur, I long to know one thing, 
Was the conqueſt you made of his lady ſo eaſy-? What 
aſſaults did you make, and what reſiſtance did ſhe ſhew ? 

Mar. Reſiſtance againſt de France Marquis! Voyez, 
Madame; dere was tree deux yeux, one ſerenade, and two 
Me 5 Gat was all » degar. i; | 

Lure, Chatillionte! There's nothing in nature ſo (meet 
to a longing woman, as a malicious 2 Well, Mon- 


| teur, tis about a thouſand pound; we go ſnacks. 


Mar. Snacke | Pardie, tor what ? Why ſaacke, Ma- 
dame? 


SIR HARRY WILDAIR. 45 
dam? Me vill give you de preſent of fifty lows d'ors; 
dat is ver* good ſnacke for you. 1 £ 

Lure. And you'll give me no more? Very well. 
Mar. Ver well! yes, begar, tis ver? well—Confider, 
Madame, me be de poor refugee; me 'ave noting but de 


religious charite, and de France politique, de fruit of my 
con addreſs; dat is all. 


Lure. Ay, an object of charity, with a thouſand pounds 5 


in his fit . Emh ¶ Naocting below. ]—Ob, Monfieur, 
that's my huſband ! I know his knock. He muſt not ſee 
you. Get into the cloſet till by and by; [ Hurries bim in.] 
and if I don't be revenged upon your France politique, 
then I have no Engliſh politique—Hang the money! 1 
would not for twice a thouſand pounds forbear abuſing 
this virtuous woman to her huſband. 
Enter P arly. 
Par. Tis Sir Harry, Madam. 
Lure. As I could wiſh, Chairs ! 4 
Enter Wildair. 

e. Here, Mrs. Parly, in the firſt place, I crfce a 
louis d'or to thee for good luck, 

Par. A guinea, Sir, will do as well. 

Wild. No, no, child ; French money is always moſt 
Sarnen in bribes, and very much in faſhion, child. 

Enter Dicky, and runs to Sir Harry, 

| Dick. Sir, will you err to have your own nightcaps ? 

Mild. Sirrah ? 

Diet. Sir, Sir! ſhall I order your chair to the back- 
door by five o'clock in the morning ? 

Wild. The devil's in the fellow ! Get you gone 
[Dicky runs out.] Now, dear Madam, I have ſecured m 
brother, you have diſpoſed of the Colonel, and we'll rail 

at love till we han't a word more to ſay. | 

Lure. Ay, Sir de a Pleaſe to fit a little, Sir. You - 
muſt know I'm in range humour of aſking your ſome 
queſtions. How did you like your lady, pray, Sir? 

Wild. Like her | Ha, ha, ha! So very well, faith, 
that for her very ſake I'm in love with every woman 1 
meet. 

Lure. And did matrimony pleaſe you extremely 2 

Mild. So very much, that if polygamy were allowed, 
I would have a new ile every day. | 
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Lure, Oh, Sir Harry, this is raillery! But your ſerl- 
ous thoughts upon the matter, pray. >; BP 

Wild. Why, then, Madam, to give you my true ſenti- 
ments of wedlock ; I had a lady that I married by chance, 
ſhe was virtuous by chance, and I loved her by great 
chance, Nature gave her beauty, education and air, and 
fortune threw a young fellow of five-and-twenty in her 
lap. I courted her all day, loved her all night; ſhe was 
my miſtreſs one day, and my wife another: I found in one 


the variety of a thouſand, and the very confinement of 


marriage gave me the pleaſure of change. 
Lure. And ſhe was very virtuous — | | 
Wild. Look ye, Madam, you know ſhe was beautiful. 


She had good-nature about her mouth, the ſmile of beau - 


15 in her cheeks, ſparkling wit in her forehead, and 
prightly love in her eyes. | 
Lure, Pſhaw ! I knew. her very well; the woman was 
well enough. But you don't anſwer my queſtion, Sir. 
Will. So, Madam, as I told you before, ſhe was young 
and beautiful, I was rich and vigorous ;. my eſtate gave a 
luſtre to my love, and a ſwing to our enjoyment, round like 
the ring that made us one, our golden pleaſures circled 
without end. b | h 
Lure. Golden pleaſures! golden-fiddleſticks ! What 
* - me of your canting ſtuff ? Was ſhe virtuous, 
Wild Ready to burſt with envy ; but I will torment 
thee a little. [Aue.] So, Madam, I powdered to pleaſe 


her, ſhe dreſſed to engage me; we toyed away the morn- 
ing in amorous nonſenſe, lolled away the evening in the 


Park or the playhouſe, and all the night. Hemm! 


Lure. Look ye, Sir, anſwer my queſtion, or 1 ſhall 
take it ill. . 4 #2; 
Wild. Then, Madam, there was never ſuch a pattern 
of unity. Her wants were fill prevented by my ſupplies ; 
my own heart whiſpered me her defires, becauſe ſhe her- 
ſelf was there; no eontention ever roſe, but the dear 
ſtrife of who ſhould moſt oblige ; no noife about authori- 
ty; for neither would ſtoop to command, becauſe both 
thought'it glory to ob. bs Og 
Lure. Stuff, ſtuff, ſtuff I won't believe a word ont, 
Mild. Ha, ha, ha! Then, Madam, we never * 
1 | yoke 
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yoke of matrimony, becauſe our inclinations made us one; 
a power ſuperior to the forms of wedlock. © The marriage 
torch had loſt irs weaker light in the bright flame of mu- 
tual love that joined our hearts before. Then——— 
Lure. Hold, hold, Sir; I cannot bear it ; Sir Harry, 
I'm affronted. bf | 
Wild. Ha, ha, ha! Afronted ! 
Lure. Yes, Sir; it is an affront to any woman to hear 
another commended, and I will refent it. In ſhort, Sir 
Harry, your wife was a 
Wild. Buz, Madam—No detraction—— I'll tell you 
what ſhe was—So much an angel in her conduct, that tho? 
I ſaw another in her arms, I ſhould have thought the de- 
vil had raiſed the phantom, and my more conſcious rea- 
fon had given my eyes the lie. | 
- Lure, Very well! Then I a'n't tobe believed, it ſeems. 
But, d'ye hear, Sir? | | 
Wild. Nay, Madam, do you hear? I tell you *tis not 
in the power of malice to caſt a blot upon her fame; and 
tho' the vamty of our fex, and the envy of yours, con- 
ſpired both againſt her honour, I would not hear a ſyl- 
lable. Ei [Stopping his ears. 
' Lure, Why, then, as I hope to breathe, you ſhall 
hear i. The picture, the picture, the picture! 
| | FE [Bawling aloud, 
Wild. Ran, tan, tan. A piſtol-bullet from ear to ear, 
Lure. That picture which you had juſt now from the 
French Marquis for a thouſand pounds, that very picture 
did your very virtuous wife ſend to the Marquis as a 
pledge of her very virtuous and dying affection. So that 
you are both robbed of your honour, and cheated of your 
money. | [ Aloud, 
Wild. Louder, louder, Madam, *þ | 
Lure. I tell you, Sir, your wife was a jilt ; I know it, 
I'll ſwear it She virtuous ! She was a devil. 
Wild. [ Sings.] Tal, lal, deral. | 
Lure. Was ever the like ſeen! He won't hear me—T 
burſt with malice, and now he won't mind me! Won't 
you hear me yet ? e 
5 Wild. No, no, Madam. 5 5 Pings 
Lure. Nay, then I can't bear it. [Bur/fs out a crying.) 
Sir, I muſt ſay you're an unworthy perſon, to uſe a wo- 
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man of quality at this rate, when ſhe has her heart full of 

malice ; I don't know but it may make me miſcarry. Sir, 

1 fay again and again, that ſhe was no better than one of 

—— and I know it; I have ſeen it with my eyes, ſo I 
ave. 


* 


' Wild. Good Heavens deliver me, 1 beſeech thee — 
How ſhall I *ſcape? ' 

Lure. Will you not hear me yet? Dear Sir Harry, de 
but hear me; I'm longing to ſpeak. 
Mild. Oh, I have it !——Huſh, huſh, buſh! 
Lure. Eh! 1 What s the matter? 
Wild, A mouſe ! a mouſe ! a mouſe! 
Lure, Where, where, where ? | 
Wild. Your petticoats, your petticoats, Madam ; 

Lure. /brieks 85 runs. 

Oh, wy head !—T was never worſted by a woman be- 


fore But I have heard ſo much as to know the Mar- 


quis to be a villain. ¶ Luocking.] Nay, then, I muſt run 
tor t. [Runs out, and returns.] The entry is ſtopped by a 
chair coming in; and ſomething there is in that chair, 


that I will diſcover, if I can find a place to hide myſelf. 


[Goes to the cloſet door.] Faſt !—T have keys about me for 
moſt locks about St. James's Let me ſee—[7ri vies one 
rey. No, no; this opens my Lady Planthorn's back- 
door Tres another. ]—Nor this; this is the key to my 
Lady Stakeall's garden. [ Tries a third.) Ay, ay, this does 
it, faith, [Goes into the cloſet, and peeps out. 


Enter Shark and another, awith Clincher in a chair; Parly. 


Par. Hold, hold, friend ; who gave you orders to lug 
in your dirty chair into the houſe ? 

Shark, My maſter, ſweet-heart. h 

Par. Who is your maſter, impudence ?. 

Shark. Every body, fauce-box And for the nt, 
| here's my maſſer: aud if you have any thing to ſa 

him, there he is for ye. [Lugs Clincher out of the = 

and throws him upon the floor, Steer away, Tom. 


[Exit Shark, with Chair, 


Vid. What the devil, Mr, Jubilee, i is it you ? 
Par. Bleſs me! the gentleman's dead! Murder! 
murder! ö 


; E nter Lurewell. 
Ture. Protect me! What's the matter ? = 
ar 2 


the matter with you? 


wave your earne 
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Par. Mr. Clincher! are vou dead, Sir 1 | 
Clin, Yes. 
Lure. Oh, then it is well cnough—Are you HRS Sie? 


Clin. No. 
Lure. Well, 8 I'm the moſt unfortunate wo. 


man living ! ! All m 


airs, all my defigns, all my in- 
trigues miſcarry— wg * the bell 


- But, Sir, WAL» | 


Clin. Politics. 
Par. Where have you nd: Sir? 
Clin. Shark. : 
Lure. What ſhall we do with him, Parly ?— If the 
Colonel ſhould come home now, we were ruined. | | 
Enter Standard, | 
Oh, inevitable deſtruction! : 
Wild. Ay, ay ; unleſs I relieve her now, all the oe 


can't fave her. 


Stand, Bleſs me! what's here? Who are you, Sir 1% | 

Clin. Brandy. 

Stand. See there, Madam! behold the man that you 
prefer to me; and ſuch as he are all thoſe fop-gallants 
that daily haunt my houſe, ruin your honour, and diſturb 
my quiet. I "yy not the ſacred bond of marriage; Pll- 

vows of truth to me, and only lay the 
cafe in equal balance, and ſee whoſe merit bears the great» 


er weight, his or mine. 


Mild. Well argued, Colonel.  [Afdee 7 

Stand, Suppoſe yourſelf freely diſengaged, unmarried, 
and to make choice of him you thought moſt worthy of 
your love; would you prefer a brute, a monkey, one de- b 
ſtin'd only for the ſport of man? — Ves, take him to your 
bed; there let the beaſt diſgorge his fulſome load in your 
fair, lovely boſom, ſnore out his paſſion in your ſoft em- 
brace, and with the vapours of his fick debauch perfume 
your ſweet apartment. : 

Lure, Ah, nauſeous, nauſeous, poiſon! | 

Stand. I ne er was taught to ſet à value on myſelf; but 
when compared to him, there modeſty mult flogp, and 
indignation give my words a looſe, to tell you, N Nam,“ 
that I am a man unblemiſhed in my honour, have nobl 
ſerved my king and country; and for a lady” erte 
think that nature has not been defective, | 

E 33CFFCCC A. 
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3 | i | Md. *Egad, I ſhould think too : the fellow's well 
1 made. | 7 7 [Afide, 
'Weard. Tm young as he, my perſon too as fair to out- 

ward view; and for my mind, I thought it could diſtin- 

guiſh right, and therefore made a choice of you. Your 

-tex have bleſs'd our ifle with beauty, by diſtant nations 

priz d; and could they place their loves aright, their lov- 

ers might acquire the envy of mankind, as well as they 
the wonder of the world. . 
Wild. Ah! now he coaxes He will conquer, unleſs 
I relieve her in time; ſhe begins to melt already. ¶ Aide. 
Stand. Add to all this, I love you next to Heaven; 
and by that Heaven, I ſwear, the conſtant ſtudy of my 
days and nights has been to pleaſe my deareit wife. Your 
pleaſure never met controul from me, nor your deſires a 
rown. I never mentioned my diſtruſt before, nor will I 
now wrong your diſcretion,, ſo as e'er to think you made 
him an appointment. W 
Lure. Generous, generous man 2 [ [Weeps. 
Wild. Nay, then, tis time for me; I will relieve her. 
He fleals out of the cloſet, and coming behind Standard, 
claps him on the ſhoulder.) Colonel, your humble ſervant. 
Stand. Sir Harry, how came you here? 
Mild. Ah, poor fellow l, thou haſt got thy load with a 
, witneſs: but the wine was humming ſtrong; I have got 
a touch ont myſelf, LY { Reels a little, 
Strand,” Wine, Sir Harry! What wine? 
. Wild. Why, twas new Burgundy, heady ſtuff, But 
che dog was ſoon gone, knock'd under preſently. - 
Stand. What, then Mr. Clincher was with you, it 
ſeems? Eh!  _ | 
Wild. Yes, faith ; we have been together all this after- 
- Noon: tis a pleaſant fooliſh fellow. He would needs 
ive me 2a welcome to town, on pretence of hearing all 
| Th news from the Jubilee. The humour was new to 
me; fe, to't we went. But tis a weak-headed coxcomb 
two or three bumpers did his bufineſs — Ah, Madam! 
what do I deſerve for this? | 4 de to Lure. 
Lure. Look ye there, Sir; you ſee how Sir Harry has 
cleared my innocence—— Pm obliged t'ye, Sir; but I 
muſt leave you to make it out. [To Wild. and er. 
Sand. Les, yes; he has cleared you wonderfully * 
| 8 e ut, 
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But, pray, Sir—I ſuppoſe you can inform me how Mr. 
Clincher came into my houſe? Eh ? 3 

Wild. Ay Why, vou muſt know that the fool got pre- 
fently as drunk as a drum; ſo I had him 2 into a 


chair, and ordered the fellows to carry him home. Now, 
vou muſt know, be lodges but three doors off; but the 


bies, it ſeems, miſtook the door, and brought him in | 


| here, like a brace of loggerheads. - | 
. Stand, Oh, yes, fad loggerbeads ! to miſtake a door in 
James - ſtreet for a houſe in Covent · Garden Here! 
> Euter Serpents, | | 
Take away that brute. [Servants carry off Clinch. - And 
. you ſay *twas new Burgundy, Sir Harry; very ſtrong. 
Hild. Egad, there is ſome trick in this matter, and I 
all be diſcovered. [4/de.] Ay, Colonel but I muſt be- 
one; I'm engaged to meet Colonel, I'm your hum- 
dle ſervant. | (Going, 


= ; 


Fand. But, Sir Harry, where's your hat, Sir? 
_ Wild, Oh, morbleu !-—Theſe hats, gloves, canes, 29 
words, are the ruin of all ourdefigns. f b 
Stand, But where's your Rat, Sir Harry? 1 
Wild. I'll never intrigue again with any thing about 
me but what is juſt bound to my body. Ho ſhall I come 
off Hark ye, Calonel; in your ear; I would not 
have your lady hear it—You' muſt know, juſt as I came 
into the room here, what ſhould I ſpy, but a great mouſe 
running acraſs that cloſet door: I took no notice, for fear 
ig E lady ſhould be ffighted, bur with all my force, (d' ye 
ee 2) I flung my hat at it, and ſo threw it into the cloſer, 
and there it lies. Mey | wr 
Sund. And fo, thinking to kill the mouſe, you flung 
-Your: bat into that cloſet, | 
- #d. Ay, ay, that was all; Til go fetch it. 
Stand Ne, Sir Harry, Fl. bring it out. 
Wild. Now have I told a matter of twenty lies in a 


Re-enter Standard, with the hat in one hand, and hauling 
| In the Marquis with the other, k 


Sand. Sir Harry, is this the mouſe that you threw 
your hat at? Heb LE Bike © FE | 


Mos Wild. 


L 
? 
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nM "Wild. I'm amaz'd ! | | | 

\| Mar. Pardie, I'm amaze too. | ; : 
Stand. Look'e, Monſieur Marquis, as for your part, 1. 
ſhall cut your throat, Sir. 
Wild. Give me leave, I muſt cut his throat firſt. 


Mar. Vat, bote cut my troat ! Begar, On, I 
ave but one troat. 


Enter Parly, and runs to Standard. | 

* * Sir, the Monſieur is innocent ; he came upon 
another deſign, My Lady begins to be penitent, and, if 
FW make any noiſe, twill ſpoil all. 

Stand, Look'e, gentlemen, I have too great a . 
den in the virtue of my wife, to think it in the power 
'of you, er you, Sir, to wrong my honour, But I am 
bound to guard her reputation, ſo that no attempts be 
made that may provoke a ſcandal. Therefore, gentlemen, 


let me tell you, it is time to deſiſt. [Exit, 
. Wild. Ay, ay: ſo it is, faith, » Come, Monſieur, 1 muſt 
talk * „ . 1 
3 Eur of the rovaru Aer. CEE 
— — r — — 


\ + SCENE, Standard's Houſe. - 
£: Enter Standard and Fireball. 


ST ANDARD. _ 

N ſhort, brother, a man may talk till doomſday of fin in, 
hell and damnation ; but your rhetoric will ne'er con- 
vince a lady that there” ; any thing of a devil in a handſome 
fellow with a fine coat. You muſt ſhew the cloven foot, 
expoſe the brute, as I have done; and tho' her virtue 

Meeps, her pride will ſurely. take the: wn 
Fire. Ay, but if you had let me cut off one of che 
rogue's ears before you ſent him away 
FS Stand. No, no; the fool has ſerved my turn, without 
the ſcandal of a 2 reſentment; ko the effect has 


ſnewn that my deſign was right; I've Hobie her very 
heart, and ſhe relents __ | 


* 


Eu 
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Euter Lurewell running. | 


e KH. Oh, wy dear, fave me! I'm frighted. out of 
y life. | | 85 

" Fire. Blood and fire, Madam, who dare touck you? 

: | [Draws his ſivord, and ſtands before her. 

Lure. Oh, Sir, a ghoſt, a ghoſt ! I have ſeen it twice. 


Fire. Nay, then, we ſoldiers have nothing to do with 


ghoſts ; ſend for the parſon. [ Sheaths his ford. 
1 Stand. Tis fancy, my dear, nothing but fancy. 
TLure. Oh, dear Colonel, Flt never lie alone again 2 


Pm frighted to. death; I faw it twice; twice it ſtalked: 


by my chamber-door, and witb a hollo voice uttered a 
piteous groan, | | . 
Stang. This is ſtrange ? ghoſts by day- light Come, 
my dear, along with me; don'b fhrink, we'll fee to find 
this ghoſt, PR [Exeunts 
| SCENE changes ro the Street. 
Exter Wildair, Marquis, and Dicky.. 
Mid. Dicky. 1 c | 7 
Dick. Sir 4 : ; 
Wild, Do you remember any thing of a thouſand 
8 lent to my wife in Montpelier by a French gen- 
eman.? : ; 
Mar. Ovy, Monſieur Dicky, you remember de-gen»- 
tleman, he was one Marquis. | . 


Dich, Marqui, Sir think, for my part, thatull e 


men in France are Marqui's. We met above a thouſand: 
Marqui's, bus the devil o one of them could lend a thou- 
fand pence, much leſs a thouſand pound. 
Mar. Morbleu, que dites vous, bougre le chien? 
Mild. Hold, Sir; pray, anſwer me one queſtion- 
What made you fly your eountry ? 
Mar. My religion, Monſieur. 


Vild. So you fied for your religionwat of France, and 


are a downright atheiſt in Englan 
ſcience,. truly? ;/; 
Mar. Begar, Monſieur, my conſcienee be de ver” ten- 
dre; he no ſuffer his maſter to ſtarve; pardies . 
Mild. Come, Sir, no ceremony; refund. | 
Mer. Refunde'! Vat is dat retunde 2? Parlez Prangois, 
Monſicur ? 


— very tender con- 


KS Wild, 
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Mad. No, Sir,; I tell you in plain Engliſh, return my 
money, or I'Il lay you by the heels. | 
Mar. Oh, begar dere is de Anglis-man now! Dere is 
de law for me. De law! Ecoute, Monfieur Sir Arry— 
Voyez ſa - De France Marquis ſcorn de law. My bro- 

der lend your vife de money, and here 1s my witneſs. 
: [ Draws, 
Wi 1d. Your evigence, Sir, is very pofitive, and ſhall be 
examined: but this is no place to try rhe cauſe ; we'll 
croſs'the Park into the fields; you ſhall throw down the 
money between us, and the beſt title, upon a fair hearing, 
| ſhall take it up Allens! 
Mar. Oh, de tout mon cœur !——Allons! Fient à la 
| thre, begar. 7 [Exeunt. 


8 CEN E, Lurewell's Apartment, 


Enter Lurewell and Parly. 

Lare. Pſhaw! I'm ſuch a frighted fool! Twas no- 
thing but fancy — Come, Parly, get me pen and ink; 
I'll divert it. Sir Harry ſhall know what a wife he had, 
I'm reſolved, Tho' he would not hear me ſpeak, he'll 
| read: my letter ſure. | [Sits down to Writes 

Gba. ¶ From within. ] Hold! ha | 


Lure. Protect Me —Paly, don” t leave me But 
I wont mind it. 


Gb. Hold! 

Lure. Defend me Dates you hea A vless; 
1 thought ſo, Madam. 
Lure. It called, ! | Pi venture once more. 


17 ts down to Writc, 
Ghoſt. Diſturb no more the quiet of the dead, | 
Lure. Now it is plain. I heard the words. 


Par. Deliver us, Madam, and forgive us our ſins! — 
Whar is it? 


Ghoſt enters; ; 'Lurewell: and Parly fries, and run to a 
3 corner of the Stage. 


beh. Behold the airy form of wrong'd wien 
Force d from the ſhades below to vindieate her fame. | 
Forbear, malicious woman, thus to load 


Wich ſcandalous reproach the grave of i innocence. 
Repent, vain woman ! 


Thy 
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Thy matrimonial yow is regiſter'd above, 

And all the breaches of that ſolemn faith * 

Are regiſter'd below. I'm ſent to warn thee to repent. 

Forbear to wrong thy injur'd huſband's bed, 5 

Diſturb no more the quiet of the dead. [Stall, off. 

[Lurewell ee, and Pal Ae. ber, 
bs Help! help! help! | 

Enter Standard and Fireball, We 

Stand. Bleſs us! What, fainting ! What's the matter ? | 
Fire, Breeding, breeding, 2 

Par. Oh, Sir! we're righted to death; here has 
been the ghoſt again 
Fand. Ghoſt | Why you're mad, furs ! What ghoſt ? 

2 The me of Latein, dir , Wildair's 
wife. 

Stand. Angelica 1 i 

Par. Yes, Sir: and here it n to us the Lord 
knows what, and murdered my miſtreſs with mere morals. 

Fire. A good hearing, Sir; *twill do her good. 

Stand. Take her in, Fal Parly leads out Lurewell, 1 
What can this mean, brother? 

Fire, The meaning's plain, There's a defign of com- 
munication between your wife and Sir Harry; ſo his wife 
is come to forbid the banns, that's all. | 

Stand. No, no, brother. If I may be Waste to be- 
lieve the walking of ghoſts, I rather fancy that the rat - 
tle· headed fellow her huſband has broke the poor Lady's. 
heart , which, together with the indignity of h her burkal: 
has made her uneaſy i in her grave. But whatever be the 
cauſe, it's fit we eee find ys Sir A and in- 
form him. e 


e. SCENE, add Parks 1 b4 1 
cab . ; Wildair and Marquis ae 7 


over the'Stage, one calls. 
Lord, Sir Harty. 
"Wi 2 My Lord ?—Monfieur, Pll follows you, Str. | 

; [Exit Marquis, 

Lord. 1 muſt talk with you, Sir? "A 
Wild. Pray, my Lord, let it be very y ben, for 1 was 
never in more 3 in my life. : 
| * | Lord 


LF 
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Lord. May I pr ſume, Sir, to. enquire the cauſe that 
detained you ſo late laſt night at my houſe? 
Mila. More miſchief again !—Perhaps, my Lord, 1 
may not preſume to inform you. 

Lord. Then perhaps, Sir, I may preſume to extort it 
from you. ol 2 

Wild. Look ye, my Lord, don't frown ;. it ſpoils your 
face — Bur if you muſt know, your Lady owes me 
two, hundred guineas, and that ſum L will preſume to ex- 
tort from your Lordſhip, „ 
Lond. Two hundred guineas! Have you any thing to 


Qs 2 


thew for it? | 
Wild. Ha, ha, ba! Shew for it, my Lord, I ſhewed 
quint and quatorze for it; and to a man of honour, that's 


as firm as a bond and judgment. | 
Lord. Come, Sir, this won't paſs, upon me; I'm a 
man of honour, | „ | 
| Wild. Honour! Ha, ha, ha!—'Tis very ſtrange that 
fome men, though their education be ache gallant, wilt 
er learn breeding: Look ye, my Lord, when you and 
1 were under the tuition of our goyernors, and converſed 
only with old Cicero, Livy, Virgil, Plutarch, and the like; 
why then ſuch a man was a villain, and ſuch a one was a 
man of honour: but now, that I have known the court, 
a little of what: they call the Bean- monde and the bel 
Sprit, I find that honour looks as ridiculous as Roman 
ſkins upon your Lordſhip, or my full peruke upon Sci- 
pio Africanus. | 6 es ag 
© Lord, Why ſhould you think ſo, Sir? 
Vid. Beca 


. Becauſe the world's improved, my Lord, and 
we find that this honour is a very troubleſome and imper- 
tinent thing—— Can't we live together like good neigh- 
bours and Chriſtians, as they do in France? I lend you 
my coach, I borrow yours; you. dine with me, I ſup 
with you; I lie with your wie, and you lie with mine. 
Honour! That's ſuch an impertinence !——Pray, 
my Lord, hear me. What does your honour, thigk of 
A your friend's ys making a jeſt of his 
misfortunes; cheating him at cands; de ing. his 
bed; or the like? wp | ee . 

Tam. Why rank villaing. Wee 


Wild, 


— - 5 AN RR 


fight as I dance. 
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N 1d. Piſh-! Piſn! Nothing but good manners; ex- 


ceſs of good manners. Why you ha'n't been at court 
lately. There 'tis the only practice to ſhew our wit and 


breeding. As for inſtance: your friend reflects upon 


you when abſent, becauſe tis good manners; rallies you 
when preſent, becauſe tis witty ; cheats you at piquet, 
to ſhew he has been in France; and lies with your wite, 
to ſhewhe's a man of quality, | | 
Lord. Very well, Sir. | | 
Wild. Tn ſhort, my Lord, you 15 a wrong notion af 
things. Should a man with a handſome wife revenge all 


affronts done to his honour, poor White, Chaves, Mor- 


1s, Lotket, Pawlet and Pontack, were realy” ruined. . 
Lord. How ſo, Sir? $3 
Mild. Becauſe, my Lord, you nat run all thn cuſ. 

tomers quite through the body. Were it not for abuſing 

your men of honour, taverns and chocolate houſes could 


not ſubſiſt; and were there but a round tax laid upon 


ſcandal and falſe politics, we men of figure would find it 


much heavier than four ſhillings 1 in the pound. Come, 


come, my Lord, no more on't, for ſhame; your honour 


is ſafe enough, for 1 have the Key of us back door | in 92 


1 n 


pocket. | 
| Lord, Sir, I ſhall meet you another time. 7. 


SCENE, the Fielli. 


Enter Marquis with a Servant heb his Hebung equi= 
page, 27 0 cap, &c. He dreſſes 


el, accordin » 
and flouriſhes about theftage. 161 
Mat, Sa, ſa, fa, fient: a” la tete. 82, , embaracade 


quar ſur redouble. Hey !; 


ee = The | 
Wi 1d. Ha, ba, hal the devil! Muſt I fight with a 
tumbler ? Theſe French are as great fops in their . 


Tels, as in their amour s. 


Mar. Allons! Allons ! Stripe, rips! ee 
Mild. No, no, Sir, I never ſtrip to engage a man; I 
Come, Sir, down with the money. 
Mar. Dere it is, pardie. [Lays down. the Gag Ss 


them.) Allons! 


Enter Days e Wildair a gun. Ha 
Morbley | __ la? N 8 
ö Nil. 
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Mild. Now, Monſieur, if you offer. to ſtir, I'll ſhoot 
you through the head. ——Dicky, take up the money, 
and carry it home. 

Dick, Here i it is, faith: and if my maſter be killed, 


the 8 'S My OWN» 

25 Oh, morbleu de Anglis· man be one coward, 

ld. Ha, b ba, ha! Where is your French Politique, 
now? Come, Monſieur, you muſt know I ſcorn to fight 
any man for my on; but now we're upon the level; 
ans fince you have been at the trouble of puttipg on your 

iliments, 1 muſt requite your pains... So, come on, 
Si r. [IL down the gun, and ſes the ſword, 
Mar. Come on! For vat, ven de mon Ts: is 
2 3 fight vere dere is no profit . 

pardie. ... * [Sits down to pull o FIT. bis r 
1% 2 Hold, hold, Sir; you muſt fight. Tell 
* came by this picture ? 

Mar. [Starting p.] Why den, begar, r Che- 
valier, fince de money be gone, me vill ſpeak. de verité. 
Pardie, Monfieur, me did make de cuckle of you, 
x i vite ſend me de picture for my pain. 

. Look ye, Sir, if I thought you had merit enough 

in a Lady's heart from me, I would ſhake hands im- 
.mediately, and be friends: but as I believe you to be 
u vain ſcandalous liar, I'll cut your throat. {They fights 

Enter Standard and Fireball, a0 0 part [199 | 
Stand. Hold, hold, genilemen,——Bratber, ſecure the 
Marquis.—Come, Sir in Harry, put ap; 3 I have ſome- 
thing to ſay to you very ſerious. ; 

Wild. Say it quickly then; for I am a little out of 
humour, and want ſomething to make me hug be - 

[As they talk, Marquis Areſſes, and Fireball helps him, 
Stand. Will what's very ſerious make, you laugh ? 

Mi d. Moſt of all. 

Stand. Pſhaw! Pray, Sir Harry, tell me what made 
you leave your wife? 

Mid. Ha, ha, ha! 1 knew ir. Pray, Colonel, what 
makes you ſtay with your wife? 

Stand. Nay; but pray anſwer me diredly ; n 1 beg i it 28 
a favour. ' 

Mild. Why then, Colonel, you muſt know we were a 
pair of the moſt happy, toying, foaliſh people in the 
_ till ſhe got, I don't know how, a crotchet of j 105 

Ouly 


and I went for Italy next morning. 
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Jouſy in her head. This made her frumpiſh ; but we had 


ne'er an angry word: ſhe only fell a crying over night, 
Hut pray. no more 


- 


on't. Are you hurt, Monſieur. 


Stand. But, Sir Harry, you'll be ſerious when I tell 


you that her ghoſt appears. 3 : 

Mild. Her ghoſt ! Ha, ha, ha! That's pleaſant, faith. 

Stand. As ſure as fate, it walks in my houſe, _ 
Wild. In your houſe ! Come along, Colonel; by the 


Lard I'll Kiſh Ms  * [Exeunt Wild. and Stand. 


Mar. Monſieur le Capitain, adieu. | 
Fire. Adieu! No, Sir, you ſhall follow Sir Harry, 
—_—_ For vat? FEAR 
Fire. For what! Why, d'ye think I'm ſuch a rogue as 
to part a couple of gentlemen when they're fighting, 
and not ſee them make an end on't:— I think it a leſs 
im to part man and wife. Come along, Sir. | 
FD h _ [ Exit, pulling Monfieur. 
- SCENE, Standard*s Hoxſe, | 
| Enter Wildair and Standard. "2 
Wild. Well then; this, it ſeems, is the inchanted 
chamber. The ghoſt has pitched upon a handfome apart- 
ment however, Well, Colonel, when do you intend 
to begin? ED | 
Stand. What, Sir? | 1 
Mild. To laugh at me; I know you defign it. 
Stand. Ha! By all that's powerful, there it is. 
Ghoft «walks croſs the ftage. 2 
Wild, The devil it is——Embh ? Blood, I'Il ſpeak to't. 
Nous Mademoiſelle Ghoſt, parlez-vous Frangois ?— 


No! Hark ye, Mrs. Ghoſt, will your Ladyſhip be pleaſed 


to inform us who you are, that we may pay you the re- 
ſpe& due to your 8 . 1 wore” 
| 7 J am the ſpirit of thy departed wife. 

Wild. Are you, faith ! Why then here's the body of 
thy living huſband, and ſtand me if you dare. [ Runs 10 
her, aud embraces her. Ha! tis ſubſtance, I'm ſure, 
—— - But hold, Lady Ghoſt, ſtand off a little, and tell me 
in good earneſt now, whether you are alive or dead, _ 
Ang. [Throwing of her ſhrowd.]J—Alve! alive! 
{Runs and throws her arms about his #ech.] and never 
lived fo much as in this moment. | 


N td, 


' 


* m _ 


5 


2 
— 


0 
9 o-.oa- == g — — — Sf 68 i = I 2 
V+ — bk, — ou \ a I 
— A "— IS 5 * * ” a 
= — — — — * . \ I 2 E > ” + - — : = \ . 
— —ͤ—ͤ— . — == _ 5 3 = 7 2 * — 3 7 
- — —— 2 — — — — 2 = — — = 2 — — — 3 2 * Sw FT : 
— — — — p . — — — — 2 X 
—— © — - - 4 —— — — => oy 2 2 2 7 — . 
- — AT 4 — — 2 — == 7 — 5 — 2 : =—_— =_ Mo a1 
— K _ _ : = = EDS — 3 2 — Sings =. 
=> I 15 Þs Es 2 6 ho — =. 4 PIT” Ci : MS” * 8 "=> == 
= . F U J 4 
— — * — — — — — — — - — — — — — © * — — — - 
7 : -_ 
82 3 * — * *— > > a "I — any - — — 2 
— 


— 


- - 
— — — — — — — 
Wi : — . 2 8 : — — - = 
— "= — Rey of 85 — 2 — — — — — — — —*- — hy - 

3 3 — — wigs - — = 2 * ? — , 2 ? 7 
* 3 7 = on — — — | 2 — 

25 — — 2 ” A — 

* — I = = — — — — — — . — — — —— — —-—Y — - - 

— — — ND—N— — — —— — _ = — — — — 
* 
* - 


— —-—-xc +4 


— — == = 0 
— — — 
— 5 


22 
« = 
- — — 
= 


60 SIR HARRY WILDAIR, 
Wild. What oye think of the ghoſt now, Colonel? 


od hangs upon him.] Is it not a very loving ghoſt ? 


Stand. Amazement ! 

- Wild. Ay, tis amazement, truly. Look ye, Ma- 
dam, I hate to converſe ſo familiarly with — ; pray 
keep your diſtance. | 

Ang. I am alive, indeed I am. ; 

Mild. I don't believe a word on't, - [Moving away. 
Stand, Sir Harry, you're more afraid now than be- 
fore. 

- Wild. Ay, moſt men are more afraid of 'a viog wiſe 


; e a dea cy 


Stand. Tis good manners to leave you together, how- 
ever. [Ex*. 
Kr Tis unkind, my dear, after ſo long and tedious 
an abſence, to act the ſtranger ſo. I now ſhall die in 
earneſt, and muſt for ever vaniſh from your fight. 
| (Weeping and going. 
Ni. Hold, hold, Madam. Don't be angry, my 
Rac: you took me unprovided : had you but ſent me 
word of your coming, I had got three or four ſpeeches 


out of Oroonoko and the Mourning-Bride upon this oc- | 
cafion, that would have charmed your very heart. But 


we'll do as well as we can; I'll have the mufic from 
both houſes ; Pawlet and Locket ſhall contrive for our 
taſte; we'll charm our ears with Abel's voice; feaſt our 
eyes with one another; and thus, with all our ſenſes 
tuned to love, we'll nüt off our clothes, leap into bed, 
and there——Look ye, Madam, if I don't welcome you 
home with raptures more natural, and more moving, 
than all the plays in Chriſtendom In ſay no more. 

Ang. As mad as ever. 

Mild. But eaſe my wonder firſt, and let me know the 


riddle of your death. 


* Ang. Your unkind ak hence, and your avoid- 
ing me abroad, made me reſolve, fince I could not live 
with you, to Io to all the world beſides: 1 fancied, that 
though it exceeded the force of love, yer the power of 
grief. perhaps might change your humour, and there- 


Ns had it given out that I died in France ; my ſickneis 
at Montpeher, which indeed was hext to death, and the 
affront offered to the body of our ambaſſador's chaplain 


< 4&2 


np gu ww r 


E : e | 1 
Mar. Ob, Morbleu! Begar me muſt run to ſome oder 
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at Paris, conduced to have my burial private. This de- 


| etived my retinue ; and by the aſſiſtance of my woman, 
and your faithful ſervant, I got into man's clothes, came 


home into England, and fent him to obſerve your mo- 


tions abroad, with orders not to undeceive you till your 


return. Here I met you in the quality of Beau Ban- 
ter, your buſy brother, under which diſguiſe I have diſ- 


appointed your defign upon my Lady Lurewell : and, in 
the form of a ghoſt, have revenged the ſcandal ſhe this 
day. threw upon me, and have trighted her ſufficiently 
from lying alone. I did reſolve to have frighted you 
likewiſe, but you were too hard for me. 5 
Mild. How weak, how ſqueamiſh, and how fearful are 
women, when they want to be humoured! and how ex- 


travagant, how daring, and how provoking,. when they 
get the impertinent maggot in their head But by 


what means, my dear, could you purchaſe this double 
diſguiſe? How came you by my letter to my brother? 


Ang. By intercepting all your letters fince I came. 


home. But for my ghoſtly contrivance, good Mrs. Par- 
hy (moved by the juffneſs of my cauſe, and a bribe) was 


my chief engineer, | | 
nter Fireball and Marquis. | 
Fire. Sir Harry, if you have a mind to fight-it out, 
there's your man; if not, I have diſcharged my truſt. 
Mild. Oh, Monſieur! Won't you ſalute your miſtreſs, 


country now for my religion. 


Ang. Oh! what the French Marquis I know him, 
Wild, Ay, ay, my dear, you do know him, and I can't 
be angry, becauſe tis the faſhion for ladies to know every 


body: but methinks, Madam, that picture now! Hang 
it, conſidering *twas my gift, you might have kept it. 


But no matter; my neighbours ſhalt pay for't. 


Ang. Picture, my dear! Could you think Leer would 
part with that? No; of all my jewels, this alone I kept, 
becauſe *rwas given by you. {Shews the picture. 


Wild, Eh! Wonderful! — And what's this 


Pulling out Gother picture. 


Aug. They're very much alk. 
1, So alike, that _ might fairly paſs for Vother;, 


Monſieur 


—— 
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on fieur Marquis, econtez.———You did lie wid my 
vife, and ſhe did give you de picture for your pain. Eh! 
Dome, Sir, add to your France politique a little of your 
| _— impudence, and tell. us plainly how you: came 
V 7 
. "Mite. Begar, Monſieur Chevalier, wen de France · man 
Fan tell no mare lie, den vill he tell trute.— I was ac- 
<uaint wid de paintre dat draw your Lady's picture, an L 
give him ten piſtole for de copy. An ſo me ave de 
picture of all de beauty in London; and by dis politique, 
mme ave de reputation to lie wid dem all, 
Mid. When perhaps your pleaſure: never reached 
above a pit - maſque in your life. 
Mar. An begar, for dat matre, de natre of women, a 
pit-maſque is as good as de beſt, De pleaſure is: nothing, 
de glory is all, a- la- mode de France. I Struts out. 
- Wild. Go thy ways for a true pattern of the vanity, 
impertinence, ſubtlety, and the oſtentation of. thy coun- 
2ry.—Look ye, Captain, give me thy hand; once I. was 
à friend to France; but henceforth I promiſe to ſacrifice 
my faſhions, coaches, wigs, and vanity, to-horſes, arms, 
and equipage, and ſerve my king in propria perfona, to 
a promote a vigorous war, if there be occaſion. ; 
Mire., Bravely faid, Sir Harry: and if all the beaus in: 
the ſide-boxes were of your mind, we would ſend. them 
back their L*Abbe, and Balon, and ſhew. them a new. 
dance, to the tune of Harry the Fifth. * 
Enter Standard, Lurewell, Dicky, aud Parly. 
Vid. Oh, Colonel! Such diſcoveries! Es 
Stand. Sir, I have heard all from your ſervant ; honeſt. 
Dicky has told me the whole ſtory. | | 
Mild. Why then let Dicky run for: the fiddles imme- 
dĩatel 5 $44 . . ; 
Dick. Oh, Sir! I knew what it would come to; 
they're here already, Sir, 5 
Ala. Then, Colonel, we'ILhave a new wedding, and 
— _ begin it with a danee————Stitike up- [A dance here. 
. - Stand. Now, Sir Harry, we have retrieved our wives; 
yours from death, and mine from the devil; and they 
are at preſent very honeſt. But hew ſhall we keep them ſo ? 
Ang. By being good huſbands, Sir; and the great ſe- 
_ ret ie keeping matters right in wedlock, is never » 
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narrel with your wives for trifles : for we are but babie 9: 
at beſt, and muſt have our play-things,. our longings,. 
our vapours, our frights, our monkies, aur china, our 
faſhions,. our waſhes, our patches, our waters, our tattle 
and impertinenee; therefore, I ſay, tis better to let a. 
woman play the fool, than provoke her to play the devil. 

Lure. And another rule, gentleman, let me adviſe you 
to obſerve; never to be jealous; or if you ſhould, be 


ſure never to let your wife think you fuſpe& her; for 
ve are more reſtrained by the ſcandal of the lewdneſs, 
than by the wickedneſs of the fact; when once a woman: 


has borne the-ſhame of a whore, ſhe'll diſpatch. you the: 

Wild, We're obliged to you, ladies, for your advice; 
and in return, give me leave to give you the definition of 
a good wife, in the character of my own. The wit of 
her converſation never out · ſtrips the conduct of her be- 
haviour : ſhe's affable to all men, free with no man, and 
only kind to me: often chearful, ſometimes gay, andi 
always pleaſed, but when I rags 4 then ſorry, not: 


ſullen.. The park, play-houſe, and cards, ſhe frequents- 


in compliance with cuſtom'; but her diverfions of mch-- 
nation are at home: ſhe's more-cautious of a remarkable 
woman, than of a-noted wit, well knowing that the in- 
fection of her own ſex is more catching than the tempta- 
tion of ours: to all this, ſhe is beautiful to a wonder, 
fcorns all devices that engage a gallant, and uſes all. arts. 
to pleaſe her huſband. 

So, ſpite of fatyr.'gainſt a. marry d life, 

Aman is truly bleſt with ſuch a wife. 


Env. of the EI Fu Acer. 


EPI 


FTF 
| By a FaIEND, 


"Entre bleu ! were is dis dam poet? were 
". Gargon! me wil cut off all his two ear: 
Fe ſuis enrage——now he is not here, 
He has affront de French] Le wilaine bite ! 
De French ! your beft friend !—— yu ſuffre dat? 
Parbleu ! Meffiears, il ſerait fort ingrate ! | 
Fat have you Engliſh, dat you can call your own! 
Vat have you of grand pleaſure in dis town, 
Vidout it come from France, dat vil go down? - 
Picguet, baſſet ; your win, your dreſs, your dance; 
Vis all, you fee, tout a-la-mode de France. 
De beau dere buy a hondre knick-knack ;. 
He carry out wit, but ſeldom bring it back + 
But den he bring a ſuuff-box hinge, fo ſmall. 
De joint, your can #0 ſee de vark at all, | 
- Coft him five piftoles, dat is ſheap enough, 
In tree year it ſal ſave half an ounce of /nufſte 
De coguet, ſhe ave her ratiſia dere, | 
Her gown, her complexion, deux yeux, her lowere. 
A. for de cuckold dat indeed you can make bers. 
De French it is dat teach the lady æuear I 
De ſhort muff, wit her wite elboau bare; | 
De beau de large muſt, wit his fleeve down dere. 
Ve teach your wifes to ope dere huſband*s purſes, 
Fo put de. Furbelo round dere coach, and dere horſes. 
Gargon ] ve teach-you every ting de vurle; 
For vy den your damn poet dare to ſnarle? 
| Begar, me vil be revenge upon his play, 
Tree touſan refugee (parblew Off vrui) 
Sall all come here, and-damn him upon his tird day. 
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, Pointing to his Fingers. 


